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ADVERTISEMENT. 


8 HE Tragedy of Lear is deſervedly 
< celebrated among the dramas of 


« Shakeſpeare. There is, perhaps, no play 


e which keeps the attention ſo ſtrongly fix- 


«ed; which ſo much agitates our patſions, 


and intereſts our curioſity. The artful 
c j nvolutions of diſtin intereſts, the ſtrik- 


ing oppoſition of contrary characters, the. 


„ ſudden changes of fortune, ard the quick 
&« ſucceſſion of events, fill the mind with a 


« perpetual tumult of indignation, pity, and 


« hope. There is no ſcene which does no: 
contribute to the aggravation of the diſ- 
* refs, or conduct of the action; and ſcarce? 
* a line which does not conduce to the pro- 
« greſs of the ſcene. So powerful is the 
current of the poet's imagination, that the 
& mind, which once ventures within it, is 
& hurried irreſiſtibly along.“ | 

Such is the deciſion of Dr. Johnſon on the 
Lear of Shakeſpeare. Yet "Fate, with all 
this treaſure before him, confidered it as 
a heap of jewels unſtrung, and unpoliſh- 
ed; and refolved, © out of zeal for all 
„ the remains of Shakeſpeare,” to zew-Mo- 
del the ſtory. Having formed this refoluti- 
on, © it was my good fortune (ſays he) ta 
light on one expedient to rectify what was 


„wanting in the regularity and probability 


* of the tale; which was to run through the 
A 2 „ whole 


* 
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© whole, a he betwixt Edgar and Corde- 
lia, that never changed word with each 
other in the original. This renders Cor- 
« delia's indifference, and her father's paſſi- 
* on, in the firſt ſcene, probable. It like- 
« wile gives countenance to Edgar's diſ- 
e ouiſe, making that a generous deſign, that 
« was before a poor ſhift to fave his life. 
« The diſtreſs of the ſtory is evidently 
e heightened by it, and it particularly gave 
« occation to a new ſcene or two, of more 


„ ſucceſs perhaps than merit.“ 


Now this very expedient of a love betwixt 
Edgar and Cordelia, on which Tate felici- 
tates himſelf, ſeemed to me to be one of the 
capital ckjcCtions to his alteration: for even 
ſuppoſing that it rendered Cordelia's indiffe- 
rence to her father more probable (an indif- 
ference which Shakeſpeare has no where im- 
plied), it aſſigns a very poor motive for it; 
fo that what Edgar gains on the fide of ro- 
mantick generoſity, Cordelia loſes on that of 
real virtue. The diſtreſs of the ſtory is fo 
far from being heightened by it, that it has 
diffuſed a languor and inſipidity over all the 
ſcenes of the play from which Lear is ab- 


ſent; for which I appeal to the ſenſations of 


the numerous audiences, with which the 
play has been honoured ; and had the ſcenes 
been affectingly written, they would at leaſt 
Fave divided our feelings, which Shakeſpeare 


has attached almoſt entirely to Lear and 


Cordelia, 


IVI 
Cordelia, in their parental and filial capaci- 
ties; thereby producing paſſages infinitely 
more tragick than the embraces of Cordelia 
and the ragged Edgar, which would have 
appeared too ridiculous for repreſentation, 
had they not been mixed and incorporated 
with ſome of the fineſt ſcenes of Shakeſpeare. 


Tate, in whoſe days love was the ſoul of 
Tragedy as well as Comedy, was, however, 
ſo devoted to intrigue, that he has not only 
given Edmund a paſſion for Cordelia, but 
has injudicioufly amplified on his criminal 
commerce with Gonerill and Regan, which 
is the moſt diſguſting part of the original. 
The Rev. Dr. Warton has doubted, ** whe- 
ther the cruelty of the daughters is not 
< painted with circumſtances too ſavage and 
% unnatural*,” even by Shakeſpeare. Still, 
however, in Shakeſpeare, ſome motives for 
their conduct are aſſigned; but as Tate has 
conducted that part of the fable, they are 
equally cruel and unnatural; without the 
poet's aſſigning any motive at all. 


In all theſe circumſtances, it is generally 
agreed, that Tate's alteration is for- the 
worſe; and his King Lear would probably 
have quitted the ſtage long ago, had not the 
poet made * the tale conclude in a ſucceſs 
** to the innocent diſtreſſed perſons.” Even 
in the cataſtrophe he has incurred the cen- 
fure of Addiſon: but * in the preſent caſe, 

&« ſays 


* Adventurer, No. 122. 
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* ſays Dr. Johnfon, the publick has decided, 
* and Cordelia, from the time of Tate, has 
* always retired with victory and felicity.“ 


Fo reconcile the cataſtrophe of Tate to 
the ſtory of Shakeſpeare, was the firſt grand 
object which I propoſed to myſelf in this al- 
teration; thinking it one of the principal 
duties of my fituation, to render every dra- 
ma ſubmitted to the publick, as conſiſtent 
and rational an entertainment as poſſible. 
In this kind of employment, one perion can- 
not do a great deal; yet if every Director of 
the Theatre will endeavour to do a little, 
the Stage will every day be improved, and 
become more worthy attention and encou- 
ragement. Romeo, Cymbeline, Every Man 
in his Humour, have long been refined from 
the droſs that hindered them from being cur- 
rent wich the publick; and JI have now en- 
deavourzd to purge the tragedy of Lear of 
the alloy of Tate, which has ſo long been 
ſuffe red to dehaſe it. 


& The utter improbability of Gloceſter's 
& imagining, though blind, that he had 
„ leaped down Dover Cliff,“ has been juſtly 
cenſured by Dr. Warton *; and in the re- 
preſentation it is ſtill more liable to objec- 
tion than in print. IJ have therefore, without 
ſcruple, omitted it, preſerving, however, at 
the ſame time, that celebrated deſcription of 
the Cliff in the mouth of Edgar. The put- 
ting 


* Adventurer, No. 122, 
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ting out Gloceſter's eyes is alſo ſo unpleaſin; 

a circumſtance, that I would have altered it, 
if poſſible; but, upon examination, it ap- 
peared to be fo cloſely interwoven with the 
fable, that I durſt not venture to change it. 
I had once ſome idea of retaining the cha- 
racter of the fool; but though Dr. Warton 
has very truly obſerved *, that the poet 
has fo well conducted even the natural jar- 
gon of the beggar, and the jeſtings of the 
66 Pol, which in other hands muſt have ſunk 
into burleſque, that they contribute to 
& heighten the pathetick; yet, after the 


moſt ſerious conſideration, I was convinced 


that ſuch a ſcene would fink into burleſque” 
in the repreſentation, and would not be en- 
dured on the modern ſtage. 


GEORGE COLMAN. 


Adventurer, No. 116, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
LEAR, King of Britain, Mr. Powell. 
King of France, Mr. Davis. 
Duke of Burgundy, Mr. Lewis, 
Duke of Cornwall, Mr. Gardner. 
Duke of Albany, Mr. Hull. 
Earl of Gloceſter, Mr. Gibſon. 
Earl of Kent, Mr. Clarke. 
Edgar, ſon to Gloceſter, Mr, Smith. 
Edmund, baſtard ſon to Gloceſter, Mr. Benſley. 
Doctor, Mr. Redman, 
Steward to Gonerill, Mr. Cuſhing. 
Captain, Mr. Wignell. 
Old Man, tenant to Gloceſter, Mr. Hallam. 
Herald, Mr. Holtom. 
Servant to Cornwall, Mr. T. Smith. 
Gone till, Mrs. Stephens. 


Regan, anhin to Lear, Mrs. Du-Bellamy. 


Cordelia, Mrs. Yates. 


Knights attending on the King, Officers, Meſſengers, 


Soldiers, and Attendants. 
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. 
SCENE, The King's Palace. 


Enter Kent, Gloceſter, and Edmund the Baſtard. 


Kent. 
Thought the King had more affected the Duke of 
Albany than Cornwall. | 
Glo. It did always ſeem ſo to us: but now in the 


diviſion of the kingdom, it appears not which of the 


Dukes he values moſt. 

Kent. Is not this your ſon, my lord? 

Glo. His breeding, fir, hath been at my charge. 

Kent. 1 cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother had, indeed, 
a ſon for her cradle, ere ſhe had a huſband for her 
bed. Do you ſmell a fault? | 

Kent. I cannot wiſh the fault undone, the iſſue of 
it being ſo proper. | | 

Glo. But I have a ſon, fir, by order of law, ſotne 
year elder than this, who is yet no dearer in my 


count, Do you know * nobleman, Edmund 2 
Za 
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Edm. No, my lord. 
Glo. My lord of Kent 

Remember him hereafter as my honourable fiend. 
Elm. My ſervices to your lordſhip. 
Kent. ] muſt love you, and ſue to know you better. 
Edm. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy your deſerving. 


Trumpets ſound, within, 
Glo. The King is coming. 


Scene opens, and diſcovers King Lear, Cornwall, Al- 
bany, Gonerill, Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants. 


Lear, Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Glo'fer. 


Glo. I ſhall, my liege. [Exit. 
Lear. Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker pur- 
pole: 


Give me the map here. Know, we have divided, 

In three, our kingdom; and 'tis our faſt intent, 

To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our age ; 

Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we 

Unburthen'd craw] tow'rd death. Our ſon of 'Cornwall, 

And you, our no leſs loving ſon of Albany, 

We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 

Our daughters ſev'ral dow'rs, that future ſtrife 

May be prevented now. The Princes F rance and 

Burgundy, 

Great rivals in our younger daughter $ A 

Long in our court have made their am*rous ſojourn, 

And here are to be anſwer'd. Tell me, daughters, 

Which of you, ſhall we fay, doth love us moſt? 

That we our largeſt bounty may extend, 

Where nature doth with merit challenge, Gonerill, 

Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. 

Son. I love you, fir, 

Dearer than eye-ſight, ſpace, and liberty; 

Beyond what can be valu'd, rich or rare; . 

No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour 

As much as child &er lov'd, ot father found. 

A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 

Beyond all manner of ſo much 1. love u. 2 | 
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KING LEAR. 4 

Cor. What ſhall Cordelia do? love, and be ſilent. 

; | Adi. 
Lear. Of all theſe bounds, ev'n from this line to 
this, | | 
With ſhadowy. foreſts and with champions rich'd, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-ſkirted meads, 
We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's iſſue 
Be this perpetual. What ſays our ſecond daughter, 
Our deareſt Regan,. wife of Cornwa!l? ſpeak. 

Reg. I'm made of that ſelf mould, as is my ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth, in my true heart. 
I find, ſhe names my very deed of love; 

Only ſhe comes too ſhort: that I profeſs 
Myſelf an enemy to all other joys, 
Than your dear Highneſs love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! 

And yet not ſo, fince, I am ſure my love's 
More pond'rous than my tongue. | 

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom; 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that conferr'd on Gonerill.—Now our joy, 
Although our laſt, not leaſt; to whoſe young love, 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 

Strive to be int'reſs'd: what fay you, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your ſiſters ? ſpeak. 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing ? 

Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing ; ſpeak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth: I love your Majeſty 
According to my bond, no more nor lefs. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia? mend your ſpeech a 


[Afide. 


* 


little, 5421 
Leſt you may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord, | 
You gave me being, bred me, lov'd me. I 
Return thoſe duties back, as are right fit 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why haye my filters „ if they ſay, 
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They 
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They love you, all ) hap'ly, when I ſhall wed, 
That lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty: 
Sure, I ſhall never marry like my ſiſters, 
Jo love my father all. 
Zear. But goes thy heart with this? 
Cor. Ay, my good lord. ; 
ar. So young, and fo untender ? 
Cor. So young, my lord, and true, 
Lear. Let it be fo, thy truth then be thy dower. 
For by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 
The myſteries of Hecate, andthe night, 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be: 
Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity, and property of blood, 
And as a ſtranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. 
Kent. Good my Liege— 
Lear. Peace, Kent! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath. 
I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my reſt 
On her kind nurs'ry. Hence, avoid my fight!ſ— 
e 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her; call France, who ſtirs 2 
Call Burgundy.—Cornwall and Albany, | 
With my two daughters dowers, digeſt the third, 
Let pride, which the calls plainneſs, marry her. 
I do inveſt you jointly with my power, 
Preheminence, and all the large effects 
That troop with majeſty. Ourſelf by monthly courſe, 
With reſervation of an hundred knights, 
By you to be ſuftain'd, thall our abode 
Make with you by due terms: only retain 
The name and all th' addition to a king: 
The ſway, revenue, execution, 
Beloved fons, be yours; which to confirm, 
This coronet part between you. [Giving th&crown. 
Kent. Royal Lear, | 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my king, 
| | | vo Eov'd 


That juſtly think ſt, and _ moſt rightly ſaid ! 


EE i NO LEAK... 5 
Lov'd as my father, as my maſter follow'd, 
And as my patron thought on in my pray'rs— 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the 

aft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart; be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad: with better judgment check 
This hideous raſhineſs; with my life I anfwer, 

Thy youngeſt daughter does not love thee leaſt. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more! | 

Kent. My life 1 never held but as a pawn 
To wage againſt thy foes ; nor fear to loſe it, 


Thy ſafety being the motive. 


Lear. Out of my ſight! 
Kent, See better, Lear. 
Lear. Now by Apollo— 
Kent. Now by Apollo, king, 

Thou ſwear'ſt thy gods in vain. 

Lear. O vaſlal! miſcreant! 

5 | [Laying his hand on his ſward. 

Alb. Corn. Dear fir, forbear. 
Kent. Kill thy phyſician, and thy fee beſtow 

Upon thy rank diſeaſe; revoke thy doom, 

Or whilſt I can vent clamour from my throat, = 

I'll tell thee thou doſt evil. 
Lear. Hear me, recreant! | 

Since thou haſt ſought to make us break our vow, 

To come betwixt our ſentence and our power; 

(Which not our nature, nor our place, can bear; ) 

Take thy reward. 5 

Five, days we do allot thee for proviſion, 

To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world; 

And, on the ſixth, to turn thy hated back 

Upon our kingdom; if, the tenth day following, 

Thy baniſh'd trunk be found in our dominions, 

The moment is thy death: away! By Jupiter, 

This ſhall not be revok'd. 
3 fare thee well, King, ſince thou art re- 

olv'd. 
The Gods protect thee, excellent Cordelia, 


Now 


3 | 
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Now to new climates my old truth I bear; 

Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here. [Exit. 
Enter Gloceſter, with France and Burgundy, and 
Attendants. 

Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
Who with this king haſt rivall'd for our daughter; 
When ſhe was dear to us, we held her ſo; 
But now her price is fall'n : Sir, there ſhe ſtands, 
Will you with thoſe infirmities ſhe owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted' to our hate, 
Dowr'd with our curſe, and ſtranger d with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her ? | 
Bur. Pardon, royal Sir; 5 
Election makes not up on ſuch conditions. 
Lear. Then leave her, Sir; for by the pow'r that 
made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. —For you, great king, 
[To France. 
I would not from your love make ſuch a . 
To match you where J hate. | 
France. This is moſt ſtrange. 
Cor. I yet beſeech your Majeſty, 
(If, for I want that glib and ally art, 
To ſpeak and purpoſe not; ſince whit I well intend, 
In do't before I ſpeak,) that you make known. 
It is no vicious blot, ſcandal, or foulneſs, 
No unchaſte action, or diſhonour'd ſtep, 8 
That hath depriv'd me of your Face and favour: 
But ev'n for want of that, for which I'm richer, ' 
A ſtill ſoliciting eye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That I am glad F've not; though, not to have it, 
Hath loſt me in your liking. - 
Lear. Better thou 
Hadſt not been born, than not have pleas'd me bettet. 
France. Is it but this? a tardineſs in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke, 
That it intends to do? Faireſt Cordelia, 
Thee and thy virtues here I ſeize upon; 
Be't lawful, I take up what's caſt away. 
Thy dow rleſs daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, * our ur France. Lear. 
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tion as he bears, this laſt ſurrender of his will but of- 
fend us, * 
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Tear. Thou haſt her, France; let her be thine, for we 
Have no ſuch daughter; nor ſhall ever ſee 
That face of hers again; away! 
Come; noble Burgundy. 

Flouriſb. Exeunt Lear and Burgundy- 

France. Bid farewel to your ſiſters, 

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know what you are, 

And, like a ſiſter, am moſt loth to call 

Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father.. 
To your profeſſing boſoms I commit him; 

So farewel to you both. 

Reg. Preſcribe not us our duty: 

Gon. Let your ſtudy 
Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd yow 
At fortune's alms. | 

Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plaited cunning hides, 
Well may you proſper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. [Exit Fra. andCor. 

Gon. Siſter, it is not little I've to ſay, | 
Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both; 

I think, our father will go hence to night. 

Reg. That's certain, and with you; next month 

with us. 

Gon. Vou ſee how full of changes his age is: the 
obſervation I have made of it hath not been little; he 
always loved our fiſter moſt, and with what poor judg- 
ment be hath now caſt her off, appears too groſly. 

Reg. *Tis the infirmity of his age; yet he hath ever 
but ſlenderly known himſelf, 

Gon. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been 
but raſh; then muſt we look, from his age, to re- 


ceive not alone the imperfeCtions of long-ingrafted 


condition, but therewithal the unruly waywardneſs, 
that infirm and cholerick years bring with them. 
Reg. Such inconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent's baniſhment. 
Gon. There is further. compliment of leave-taking 
between France and him; pray you, let us hit toge- 
ther: if our father carry authority with ſuch diſpoſi- 


Reg. 
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Reg. We ſhall further think of it. 
Gon. We muſt do ſomething ; ay, and ſuddenly. 
3 ron [Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to a Caſtle belonging to the Earl of 
Gloceſter. gt 
Enter Edmund, with à Letter, 

Edm. Thou, Nature, art my goddeſs; to thy law. 
My ſervices are bound; wherefore ſhould I 
Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 
The courteſy of nations to deprive me, 

For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moon-ſhines 
Lag of a brother? Why baſtard? wherefore baſe ? 
When my dimenſions are as well compact, 
My mind as gen'rous, and my ſhape as true, 
As honeſt madam's iſſue ? why brand they us 
With baſe? with baſeneſs? baſtardy? baſe, baſe? 
Our father's love is to the baſtard Edmund, 
As to th'legitimate Edgar; fine word—/egitimate— 
Well, my . legitimate, if this letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 
Shall be th' legitimate—I grow, I proſper ; 
Now, gods, ſtand up for baſtards ! 

To him enter Gloceſter.. 

Glo. Edmund, how now ? What paper were you 
reading? | | 
Edu. Nothing, my lord. [Putting up the letter. 

Glo," No! what needeth then that terrible diſpatch 
of it into your pocket? let me ſee. 3 

Edm. I beſeech you, fir, pardon me; it is a let ter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read ; and 
for ſo much as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for 
your o'er-looking. __—_ 

Glo. Give me the letter, fir, | | 

Edm. I ſhall offend, either to detain, or give it: the 
contents, as in part I underſtand them, are to blame. 

Glo. Let's ſee, let's fee. | 1 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's juſtification, he wrote 
this but as an eſſay, or taſte, of my virtue. 

Slo. [reads] 1 . = 
E This policy and revergnce of ages makes the i 
| «world 
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* world bitter to the beſt of our times; keeps our 
„ fortunes from us, till our oldneſs cannot reliſh. them. 


A begin to find the oppreſſion of aged tyranny ; which 


© ſways, not as it hath power, but as it is ſuffered. 
„Come ta me, that of this nay ſpeak more. If our 
« father would ſleep till I wak'd him, you ſhould en- 
joy half his revenue for ever, and live the beloved 
« of your brother, EDGAR.” 
Sleep till I wake him—you ſhould enjoy half his reve- 
nue—My ſon Edgar! had he a hand to write this! a 
heart and brain to breed it in! When came this to 
you; who brought it? 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord; there's the 
cunning of it; I found it thrown in at the caſement 
of my cloſet. | 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durſt 
fwear it were his; but, in reſpect of that, I would 
fain think it were not. 

Glo. It is his. | | 

Elm. It is his hand, my lord; I hope, his heart is 
not in the contents. 

11 Has he never before ſounded you in this buſi- 
neſs 

Eam Never, my lord. But I have heard him oft 
maintain it to be fit, that ſons at perfect age, and fa- 


- thers 1 the father ſhould be as a ward to the 


ſon, and the ſon manage his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain! his very opinion in the let- 
ter. Abhorred villain! Go, ſeek him; Þll apprehend 
him. Abominable villain! where is he ? 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. I dare pawn 


down my life for him, that he hath writ this to feel 


my affection to your honour, and to no other pre- 
tence of danger. - 


Glo. Think you ſo? 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place 
you where you ſhall hear us confer of this, and by an 
auricular aſſurance have your ſatisfaction: and that, 
without any further delay than this very evening. 

C1. He cannot be ſuch a monſter, is 
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Edm. Nor is not, ſure. ae 
Glo. To his father, that ſo tenderlyand entirely loves 
him— heaven and earth! Edmund, ſeek him out; 
wind me into him, TI pray you; frame the buſineſs 
after your own wiſdom, I would unſtate myſelf to 
be in a due reſolution. 
Edm. I will ſeek him, fir, preſently ; convey the bu- 
fineſs as I ſhall. find means, and acquaint you withal. 
Glo. Theſe late eclipſes in the ſun and moon por- 
tend no good to us; tho” the wiſdom of nature can 
reaſon it thus and thus, yet nature finds itſelf ſcourg'd 
by the frequent effects. Love cools, friendſhip falls 
off, brothers divide. In cities, mutinies; in coun- 
tries, diſcord; in palaces, treaſon z and the bond 
crack'd *twixt ſon and father. We have ſeen the beſt 
of our time: Find out this villain, Edmund; and it 
ſhall loſe thee nothing; do it carefully—and the no- 
ble and true-hearted Kent baniſhed ! his offence, Ho- 
neſty. Tis ſtrange. | [Exit. 
Manet Edmund. 
Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, 
that, when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſurfeits 
of our own behaviour) we make guilty of our diſaſt- 
ers, the ſun, the moon and ſtars ; as if we were vil- 
lains on neceſſity ; fools by heavenly compulſion ; knaves, 
thieves, and treacherous, by ſpherical predominance ; 
-drunkards, lyars and adulterers, by an inforc'd obe- 
dience of planetary influence; and all that we are evil 
in, by a divine thruſting on. An admirable evaſion 
of whore-maſter man, to lay his goatiſh diſpoſition 
on the charge of a ſtar! I ſhould ave been what I 
am, had the maidenlieſt ſtar in the firmament twink- 
led on my Baſtardizing. 
To him, Enter Edgar. 
Pat!—he comes, like the cataſtrophe of the old co- 
medy ; my cue is villainous melancholy, with a ſigh 
like Tom o' Bedlam—O, theſe eclipſes portend theſe 
diviſions ! 
Edg. How now, brother Edmund, what ſerious 
contemplation are you in ? | 
Edu. lam thinking, brother, of a prediction I * 
. this 
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this other day, what ſhould follow theſe eclipſes. 

Edg. Do you buſy yourſelf with that? 

Edm. I promiſe you, the effects he writes of ſuc- 
ceed happily. When ſaw you my father laſt ? 

Edg. The night gone by. 

Edm, Spake you with him? 
 Edg. Ay, two hours together, 

Edm. Parted you in good terms? found you no 
diſpleaſure in him, by word or countenance ? 

ag: None at all. - . . 

Edu. Bethink yourſelf, wherein you have offended 
him: and, at my intreaty, forbear his preſence, until 
ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſplea- 
ſure; which at this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with 
the miſchief of your perſon it would ſcarcely allay. 

_ Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. ; 
Edm. That's my fear; I pray you, retire with me. 
to my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to 
hear my lord ſpeak: pray you, go; if you do ſtir a- 
broad, go armed. 

Edpg. Armed, brother! 

Eam. Brother, J adviſe you to the beſt; I am no 
honeſt man, if there be any good meaning towards 
you; I have told you what I have ſeen and * but 
faintly; nothing like the image and horror of it ; 
pray you, away! in” | 

Zadg. Shall I hear from you anon? 

Edm. I do ſerve you in this buſineſs: [ Exit Edg. 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, 

Whoſe nature is fo far from doing harms, 

That he ſuſpeQs none; on whole fooliſh honeſty 

My practices ride eaſy: I ſee the buſineſs. 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit; | 

All with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. [ Exit. 


SCEN E, the Duke of Albany's Palace. 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward, 
Gon. My father ſtrike my gentleman ? 
Stew, Ay, madam, 
Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me; I'll not 
endure it: E bs 
g 


ready: how now, what art thou? 
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His knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On ev'ry trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
I will not ſpeak with him; ſay, I am fick. 
If you come ſlack of former ſervices, 
You ſhall do well; the fault of it PI! anſwer. 
Stew. I underſtand, and will obey you, ma 
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe, 
You and your fellows: I'd have it come to queſtion, 
If he diſtaſte it, let him to my ſiſter, £ 
Whoſe mind and mine, I know, in that are one 
Not to be over-ruPd : idle old Man, | 
That ſtill would manage thoſe authorities, 
That he hath given away. 3 8 
Remember what I've ſaid. 
Stew. Very well, madam. 
Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among 
u: What grows of it, no matter; adviſe your fel- 
ows ſo: Pll write ſtrait to my ſiſter to hold my courſe : 


away ! [ Exeunt, 
SCENE changes to an open Place before the Palace. 
4 Enter Kent diſguis'd. : 


Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow, 
And can my ſpeech diffuſe, my good intent 
May carry thro' itſelf to that full iſſue, 
For which I raz'd my likeneſs. Now, baniſh'd Kent, 
If thou canſt ſerve where thou doſt fland condemn'd, 
So may it come, thy maſter, whom thou lov'ſt, 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants. 
Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, go, get it 


{To Kent. 

Kent. A man, fir. 

Lear. What doſt thou profeſs? what would'ſ thou 
with us? 

Kent. I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem; to 
ſerve him truly, that will put me in truſt; to love 
him that is honeſt ; to converſe with him that is wiſe, 
and ſays little; to fight when I cannot chuſe, and to 
eat no fiſh. a h | 

Lear, What art thou ? 


Kent. 
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Kent. A very honeſt-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king. : 

Lear. If thou beeſt as poor for a ſubject, as he is 
for a king, thou art poor enough. What would'ſt thou? 
Kent. Service. 

Lear. Whom would'ſt thou ſerve ? 

Kent. You. . f 

Lear. Doſt thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, fir; but you have that in your counte- 
nance, which I would fain call maſter. | 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou do? 

Kent, I can keep honeſt counſels, ride, run, marr a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſſage 
bluntly: that which ordinary men are fit for, I am 
qualified in; and the beſt of me is diligence. 

- Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not ſo young, fir, to love a woman for ſing- 
ing; nor fo old, to doat on her for any thing, I have 
years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me. 
Enter Steward. 
You, you, firrah, where's my daughter ? 
Stew. So pleaſe you Exit. 
. Low W hat ſays the fellow there? call the clotpole 
ack. | 
Knight. He ſays, my lord, your daughter is not well. 
Lear. Why came not the ſlave back to me when I 
call'd him ? 
Knight. Sir, he anſwer'd me in the roundeſt man- 
ner, he would not? 
Lear. He would not. 
Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; 
but to my judgment, your highneſs is not entertain'd 
with that ceremonious affection as you were wont. 
Lear. Ha! ſay'ſt thou ſo? 

Knight. I beſeech you pardon me, my lord, if I be 
miſtaken ; for my duty cannot be ſilent, when I think 
your highneſs is wrong'd. ; 

Lear, Thou but remember'ſt me of my own con- 
e ception. 
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ception. I have perceiv'd a moſt faint neglect of late; 
Iwill look further into't. Go you and tell my daugh- 
ter, | would ſpeak with her. 
Enter Steward. 
O, you, fir, come you hither, fir; who am I, ſir? 
Stew, My lady's father. 
Lear. My lady's father? my lord's knave! 
Stew. I am none of theſe, my lord; I beſeech your 
rdon. 
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, raſcal ? 


[Striking him. 


Kent. Nor tript neither, you baſe foot-ball player. 
[Tripping up his Heels. 
Lear. I thank thee, fellow. Thou ſerv'ſt me, and 
III love thee. | 
Kent. Come, fir, ariſe, away. 
[ Puſhes the Steward out. 
To them, Enter Gonerill. f 
Lear. How now, daughter, what makes that front- 
let on? you are too much of late i'th'frown. 
Gon. Your inſolent retinue, fir, 
Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank and not to be endured riots. 
I thought by making this well known unto you, 
have found a ſafe redreſs; but now grow fearful, 
That you protect this courſe, and put it on 
By your allowance ; if you ſhould, the fault 
ould not *ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes ſleep. 
Lear. Are you our daughter ? 
Gon. I would, you would make uſe of your good 
wiſdom, 
Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Theſe diſpoſitions, which of late tranſport you 
From what you rightly are. | 
Lear. Does any here know me? this is not Lear : 
Does Lear walk thus? ſpeak thus? where are his eyes? 
Either his notion weakens, his diſcernings 
Are lethargied—Ha! waking ?—tis not lo ; 
Who is it that can tell me who I am? 
Your name, fair gentlewoman *? 


ͤ— 


| , Stew. I'll not be ſtruck, my lord? 
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Gon. This admiration, fir, is much o'th'ſavour 
Of other your new humours. I beſeech you, 

To underſtand my purpoſes aright. 

You, as you're old and reverend, ſhould be wiſe. 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and ſquires, 
Men ſo diſorder'd, ſo debauch'd and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shews like a riotous inn. Be then deſit'd 

By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 

Of fiſty to diſquantity your train; 

And the remainders, 

To be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 

And know themſelves and you. 

Lear. Darkneſs and devils ! | 
Saddle my horſes, call my train together. 
Degen'rate viper! I'll not trouble thee; 

Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You ſtrike my people, and your diforder'd rabble 
Make ſervants of their betters. 

To them, Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe! that too late repents.—0, fir, are you 

come? 
Is it your will? ſpeak, ſir. Prepare my horſes.— 


ä [To Alb. 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter. 
Alb. Pray, fir, be patient. 
Lear. Deteſted kite! thou lieſt. [T2 Gonerill. 
My train are men of choice and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know. | 
O moſt ſmall fault! 
How ugly didft thou in Cordelia ſhew ! 
Which, like an engine, wrencht my frame of nature 
From the fix d place; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate Tat let thy folly in, 7 
| [Striking bis head. 
And thy dear judgment out.— Go, go, my people. 
Alb. _—_ gods, that we adore, whereot comes 
this: 
C2 


15 


Gon. 
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Gon. Never afflict yourſelf to know of it; 
But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope, 
That dotage gives it. ; 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap ? 

Alb. What's the matter, fir ? 

Lear. I tell thee—life and death! I am aſham'd, 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus; 

[To Gon. 
That theſe hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them.—Blatts and fogs | 
upon thee ! 

Th'untented woundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee! old fond eyes, 
Beweep this caule again, I'll pluck ye out, 
And caſt you, with the waters that you loſe, 
To teniper clay. No, Gorgon, thou ſhalt find, 
That Fil reſume the ſhape, which thou doſt think 
I have caſt off for ever. 

Alb. My lord, I'm guiltleſs, as I'm ignorant, 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

Lear. It may be ſo, my lord | 
Hear, Nature, hear ; dear goddeſs, hear a father ! 
If thou didſt intend | 
To make this creature fruitſul, change thy purpoſe ; 
Into her womb convey ſterility, 
Dry up in her the organs of increaſe, 
And from her derogate body never ſpring 
A babe to honour her! If ſhe muſt teem, 
Create her chiid of ſpleen, that it may live, 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to her; 
Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 
With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks: 
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that ſhe may feel, 
How ſharper than a ſerpent's tooth it is, 
To have a thankleſs child, —Go, go, my people. 

[ Exeunt. 


End of the Fit ACT. 
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8 0 E NE, an Apartment in the Caſtle, belonging to 
the Earl of Gloceſter. 


Enter Edmund. 
HE Duke be here to-night! the better! beſt! 
This weaves itſelf perforce into my buſineſs, 
Which I muſt act: briefneſs and fortune, work! 
Brother, a word; deſcend ; brother, I fay ;— 
_ To him, Enter Edgar. 

My father watches ; O, fir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid ; | 
You've now the good advantage of the night 
Have you not ſpoken *gainſt the duke of Cornwall ? 
He's coming hither now i'th'night, i'th'haſte, 

And Regan with him; have you nothing ſaid 
Upon his party *gainſt the duke of Albany ? 
Adviſe yourſelf. ; 
Edg. I'm ſure on't not a word. 
Edm. IT hear my father coming. Tis not ſafe 
To tarry here. Fly, brother! hence! away. . 
| [Exit Edgar. 
Glo'ſter approaches. Now for a feigned ſcuffle! 
— Yield! come before my father! lights, here, lights! 
Some blood drawn on me, would beget opinion 
| [ Wounds his arm. 
Of my more fierce encounter. I've ſeen drunkards 
Do more than this in ſport, Father! father! 
Stop, ſtop, no help ? : 


To him, Enter Gloceſter and Servants with Torches. 


Glo: Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 

Edm. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conj'ring the moon 
To ftand's auſpictons miſtreſs. 

Glo, But where is he? 

Edm. Look, fir, I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm. Fled this way, ſir, when by no means he could 

. C 3 G15. 
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Gl. Purſue him, ho! go after. By no means, what? 

Edm. Perſuade me to the murther of your lordſhip. 
But that, I told him, the revenging gods 
*Gainſt Parricides did all their thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold and ſtrong a bond 
The child was bound to th' father—Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood 
'To his unnat'ral purpole, in fell motion 
With his prepared ſword he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanc'd my arm ; 

Till at length gaſted by the noiſe I made, 
Full ſuddenly he fled. 
Glo. Let him fly far; 
Not in this land ſhall he remain uncaught. 
The noble duke, 
My worthy and arch patron, comes to-night; 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 
That he, which finds him, thall deſerve our thanks; 
He that conceals him, death. 

Elm. When I diſſuaded him from his intent, 
And threaten'd to diſcover him; he replied, 
"Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard ! do'ſt thou think, 

If I would ftand againſt thee, the repoſal 
Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in thee 
Would make thy words faith'd? no, I'd turn it all 
To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practice. 
Glo. O ſtrange, faſten'd, villain ! 
Would he deny his letter ? 
All ports I'll bar; the villain ſhall not *ſcape ; 
I will ſend far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him; and of my land, 


(Loyal and natural boy!) VII work the means 
To make thee capable. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Outſide of the Earl] of Gloceſter's Caſtle. 


Enter Kent, and Steward, ſeverally. 


Steav. Good evening to thee, friend; art of this 
houſe? | - 


Kent. Ay. | 
Stew. Where may we ſet our horſes ? 
Kent. I'th'mure, 


$teww. 
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tend. Prigthee, if thou lov'ſt me, tell me. 

Kent. | love thee not. 

Stew, Why then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipſbury pinfold; I would 
wake thee care for me. 

Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? I know thee not. 

cent. Fellow, I know thee. | 

Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave, a raſcal, an eater of broken meats, 
a baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggarly, three- ſuited, hun- 
dred pound, filthy worſted- ſtocking knave ; a lilly- 
liver'd, action-taking, knave; a whorſon, glaſs-gaz- 
ing, ſuperſerviceable finical tongue; one that would'ſt 
be a bawd in way of good ſervice; and art nothing 
but the compoſition of knave, beggar, coward, pan- 
der; one whom I will beat into clamorous whining, if 
thou deny'ſt the leaſt ſyllable of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one, that is neither known of thee nor 
knows thee ? 

Kent... What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, thus to 
deny thou know'ſt me? it is two days ago, ſince 1 
tiipt up thy heels, and beat thee before the king? 
draw, you rogue; for tho' it be night, yet the moon 
ſhines ; I'll make a ſop o'th' moonthine of you; you 
whorſon, cullionly, barber-monger, draw. 

[Drawing his ſword, 

Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you raſcal; you come with letters a- 
gainſt the king; and take vanity, the puppet's part, 
againſt the royalty of her father; draw, you rogue, 


or [I'll fo carbonado your ſhanks— draw, you raſcal, 
come your ways. 


Stew. Help, ho! murther! help!— 


Kent. Strike, you flave; ſtand, rogue, ſtand, you 
neat ſlave, ſtrike. [ Beating him, 


Stewy. Help ho! murther! murther !— . [Exeunt. 


Flouriſh. Enter Cornwall and Regan, attended; 
meeling Gloceſter and Edmund. 


Glo. Your graces are right welcome. 


Corn. 


| Your needful counſel to our buſineſſes, 


* 
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ain now, my noble friend? ſince I came 
ither, 
Which Ican call but now, I have heard ſtrange news. 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too ſhort, 
Which can purſue th'offender: how does mylord ? 
Glo. O madam, my old heart is crack'd, tis crack'd. 
Reg. What, did my father's godſon, ſeek your lite? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edgar? 
Glo. O, lady, lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous knights, 
That tend upon my father? 
Glo. I know not, madam : *tis too bad, too bad. 
Edm. Yes, madam, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvel then, tho' he were ill affected; 
"Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have th'expence and waſte of his reveriues. 
I have this preſent evening from my ſiſter 
Been well inform'd of them; and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they come to ſojourn at my houſe, 
III not be there. 
Corn. Nor I, affure thee, Regan. 
Edmund, I hear, that you have ſhewn your father 
A child-like office. 4s EP 
Edm. * Twas my duty, fir. 285 
Glo. He did reveal his practice, and receiv'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 
Corn. Is he purſu'd? 2 
Glo. Ay, my good Tord. e 
Corn. If he be taken, he ſhall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm. As for you, Edmund, 
Whoſe virtue and obedience doth this inſtant 
So much commend itfelf, you ſhall be ours: OM, 
Natures of ſuch deep truſt we ſhall much need. 
Edm. I ſhall ſerve you, fir, truly, however elſe. 
Ge. IT thank your grace. 
Reg. Our father he hath writ, ſo hath our ſiſter, 
Of diff*rences, which I beſt thought it fit 
To anſwer from our home: the ſev'ral meſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch. Our good old friend, 
Lay comforts to your boſom; and beſtow 


Which 
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Which crave the inſtant uſe 

Glo. I ſerve you, madam, 

Enter Steward and Kent, with Swords drawn, 

Glo. Weapons? arms? what's the matter here? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives; he dies, that 
ſtrikes again; what's the matter? 

Reg. The meſſengers from our ſiſter and the king ? 

Corn. What is your difference? ſpeak. 

Stew. Jam ſcarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtir'd your va- 
lour; you cowardly raſcal ! nature diſclaims all ſhare 
in thee: a tailor made thee. 

Corn. Thou art a ſtrange fellow; a tailor make a 
man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, fir; a ſtone-cutter, or a painter 
could not have made him ſo ill, though they had been 
but two hours o'th' trade. 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, fir, whoſe life I have 
ſpar'd at ſuit of his grey beard— 

Kent. Thou whorſon zed! thou unneceſſary letter! 
my lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this 
unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a 
jakes with him. Spare my grey beard ? you wagtail !-- 

Corn. Peace, firrah! Know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, fir, but anger hath a privilege. 

Corn. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent. That ſuch a ſlave as this ſhou'd wear a ſword, 
Who wears no honeſty: ſuch ſmiling rogues as theſe, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain 
Too intricate to unlooſe: ſooth every paſſion, 
That in the nature of their lords rebels: 
Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder moods ; 
Forſwear, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
Vith ev'ry gale and vary of their maſters; 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 
A plague upon your epileptick viſage ! 
Smile you my ſpeeches, as I were a fool? 
Goole, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
1% drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Corn, What art thou mad, old fellow ? 

| Gl. 
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Glo. How fell you out? fay that. 
Kent. No conttaries hold more antipathy, 
Than J and ſuch a knave. 
S _ Why doſt thou call him knave? what 1s his 
ult | 
Kent. His countenance likes me not. 
Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor bis, 
nor hers. ö 
Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain; 


have ſeen better faces in my time, 


Than ſtand on any ſhoulders that I ſee 
Before me at this inſtant. 
Corn. This is ſome fellow, 
Who having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth affect 
A ſawcy roughneſs ; and conſtrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he,— 
An honeſt mind and plain, he muſt ſpeak truth; 
And they will take it, ſo; if not, he's plain. 
Theſe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainneſs 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupt deſign, 
Than twenty filly ducking minions, 
'That ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 
Under th' allowance of your grand aſpect, 
Whoſe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phœbus' front— 

Corn. What mean'ſt by this? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you diſcom- 
mend ſo much: I know, fir, I am no flatterer ; he, 
that beguil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knave; 
which tor my part I will not be, though I ſhould win 
your diſpleaſure to intreat me to't. 

Corn. What was th' offence you gave him? 

Stew. I never gave him any : 

It pleas'd the king his maſter very lately 

To ſtiike at me upon his miſconſtruction; 
When he conjunct, and flatt'ring his diſpleaſure, 
Tript me behind; being down, inſulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him ſuch a deal of man, 

That he got praiſes of the King, 

For him attempting who was felf-ſubdu'd 
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And in the fleſhment of this dread exploit, 


Drew on me here again. 
Kent. None of theſe rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. 
Corn. Fetch forth the ſtocks! 
You ſtubborn ancient knave, you rev'rend braggart, 
We'll teach you— 
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn: ; 
Call not your ſtocks for me; I ſerve the King; 
On whoſe employment I was ſent to you. 
You ſhall do ſmall reſpect, ſhew too bold malice 
Againſt the grace and perion of my maſter, 
Stocking his meſſenger. 
Corn. Fetch forth the ſtocks; 
As I have life and honour, there ſhall he fit till noon. 
Reg. Till noon ! 'till night, my lord, and all night 
too. 5 
Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father's dog, 
You could not uſe me fo. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stocks brought out, 
Corn. This is a fellow of the ſelf ſame nature 
Our ſiſter ſpeaks of. Come, bring away the ſtocks. 

Glo. Let me beſeech your grace not to do fo; 
His fault is much, and the good King his maſter 
Will check him for it; but muſt take it ill 
To be thus lighted in his meſſenger. 

Corn. P11 anſwer that. 

Reg. My ſiſter may receive it worſe, 
To have her gentleman abus'd, aſſaulted. 

| [Kent is put in the flocks, 


Come, my lord, away. [Exeunt Reg. and Corn. 
Glo. I'm ſorry for thee, friend; 'tis the Duke's 
pleaſure, | 


Whoſe diſpoſition, all the world well knows, 

Will not be check'd nor ſtop'd. I'll intreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray, do not, fir, Pve watch'd and travell'd hard ; 

Some time I ſhall ſleep out, the teſt P11 whiltle : 

A good man's fortune may grow out at heels; 

Give you good morrow. | 

Glo. The Duke's to blame in this, *twill be ill 

taken. | | [Exit, 

| Kent. 
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Kent. Approach, thou beacon to this under-globe, 
[ Looking up to the moon, 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruſe this letter. I know, *'tis from Cordelia; 
Who hath moſt fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obſcure courſe. All weary and o'er-watch'd, 
Take vantage heavy eyes, not to behold 
This ſhametul lodging. 
Fortune, good night ; ſmile once more, turn thy 
Wheel. [ Sleeps, 


SCENE changes to a part of a Heath, 


Enter Edgar. 

Edg. T have heard myſelf proclaim'd; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place, 
That guard and moſt unuſual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may *ſcape, 
I will preſerve myſelf: and am bethought 
To take the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſhape, 
'That ever Penury in contempt of man 
Brought near to beaſt: my face I will beſmear, 
Blanket my loins; elfe all my hair in knots; 
And out-face 
The winds, and perſecutions of the ſky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms 
Pins, iron-ſpikes, thorns, ſprigs of roſemary ; 
And thus from ſheep-cotes, villages, and mills, 
Inforce their charity; poor Turlygood! poor Tom! 
That's ſomething yet: Edgar I nothing am. [Exet, 


SCENE changes, again, to the Earl of Gloceſter's 


Caſtle. 
Kent in the flocks, Enter Lear and Attendant. 
Lear. Tis ſtrange, that they ſhould ſo depart from 
home, 
And not ſend back my meſſenger. 

Kent, Hail to thee, noble maſter! 

Lear. Ha! mak ſt thou thy ſhame thy paſtime 2 
ent, 
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Kent. No, my lord. 

Lear. What's he, that hath ſo much thy place miſtook, 
To ſet thee here? | 

Kent. It is both he and ſhe, 
Your ſon and daughter. 


Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I fay. 

Kent. I fay yea. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I ſwear, no. 

"Kent. By Juno, I ſwear, ay. 

Lear, They durſt not do't. 
They could not, would not do't ; tis worſe than 

murther, | 

To do upon reſpe& ſuch violent outrage : 
Reſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 
Thou might'ſt deſerve, or they impoſe, this uſage, 
Coming from us. Y 
Kent, My lord, while at their home 
did commend your highneſs' letters to them, 
Came a reeking poſt, 
Stew'd in his haſte, half breathleſs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his miſtreſs, ſalutation 
Deliver'd letters ſpight of intermiſſion, 
Which preſently they read: on whoſe. contents 
They ſummon'd up their train, and ſtrait took horſe; 
: Commanding me to follow and attend 
The leiſure of their anſwer ; gave me cold looks; 
And meeting here the other meſſenger, 
Whoſe welcome, I perceiv'd, had poiſon'd mine; 
(Being the very fellow, which of late 
Diſplay'd ſo ſawcily againſt your highneſs,) 
Having more man than wit about me, I drew; 
He rais'd the houſe with loud and coward cries: 
Your ſon and daughter found this treſpaſs worth 
The ſhame which here it ſuffers. 

Lear, Oh, how this mother ſwells up tow'rd my heart! 
Down, down, thou climbing ſorrow ! 
Thy element's below ; where is this daughter? 

Kent. With the Earl, fir, here within, 
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Enter Gloceſter. 
Lear. Now Glo'ſter! 
Glo. [Whiſpers Lear. ] 
Lear. Ha! how's this? 
Deny to ſpeak with me? they're lick, they're weary, 
T hey have travell'd all the night? mere fetches, 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Bring me a better anſwer! 
Ghe My dear lord, 
You know the fiery quality of the duke 
Lear, Vengeance] plague! death ! confuſon!— 
Fiery? what quality? why, Gleceſter, Gloceſter, 
1d esl with the Duke of Cornwall, and his wiſe. 
Glo. Well, my good lord, I have informi'd them ſo. 
Lear. Infornrd them t doſt thou underſtand me, 
man 
Gle. Ay, my good lord. 
Lear. The King would ſpeak with Cornwall, the 
dear father 
Wou'd with hisdaughter ſpeak; commands her fervice: 
Are they inform'd of this? my breath and blood! 
Fiery? the fiery Duke? tell the hot Duke, that 
No, but not yet; may be, he is not well; 
Infirmity doth ſtill neglect all office, 
W hereto our ,hcalth is bound. I will forbear, 
Nor taſk the indiſpos'd and ſickly fit 
As the ſound man.---Death on my * but whereſore 
Should he fit here? this aQ perſuades me, 
That this remotion of the Duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my ſervant forth; 
Go, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd ſpeak with them: 
Now, preſently,—bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum, 
Till it cry, ſleep to death.— Oh! are you come? 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Servants. 
Corn, Hail to your grace? {Kent is ſet at liberly. 
Lear, Good morrow both! 
Oh me, my heart! my riſing heart! but a 
Reg. Jam glad to fee your bighneſs. 
. Regan, I think you are; I know airs aeaſon 
I have to think ſo; if thou wert not glad, | 
I would 
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I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, - 
Sepulchring an adultreſs. Beloved Regan, 
Thy ſiſter's naught : Oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth d unkindneſs, like a vulture here; 
[Points to bis heart, 
I can ſcarce ſpeak to thee ; thou'lt not believe, 
With how deprav'd a quality—oh Regan ! 
Reg. I pray you, fir, take patience; I have hope, 
You leſs know how to value her defert, 
Than ſhe to feant her duty. 
Lear. Say? how is that? . 
Reg. I cannot think, my ſiſter in the leaſt 
Would fail her obligation. If, perchance, 
She haye reſtrain'd the riots of your followers ; 
Tis on fuch ground, and to ſuch wholfome end, 
As clears her from all blame. 
Lear. My curſes on her 
Reg. O, (ir, you are old; you ſhould be rul'd and led 
By ſome diſcretion ; therefore, I pray you, 
That to our ſiſter you do make return; 
Say, you have wrong'd her, fir. 
Lear. Aſk her forgiveneſs ? 
Do you but mark, how this becometh us! 
Dear daughter, I confeſs that I am old; 
Age is unneceſſary : on my knees I beg, 1 
That you'll vouchſafe me raĩment, bed, and food. 
Reg. Good fir, no more; theſe are unſightly hu- 
mours. 5 
Return you to my ſiſter, 
Lear. Never, Regan : 
She hath abated me of half my train; 
Look'd blank upon me; {truck me with her tongue 
Mott ſerpent-like, upon the very heart. | 
All the ſtor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top! HE; 
Reg. O the bleſt gods! 
So will you wiſh on me, when the raſh mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou fhalt never have my curſe: 
Thy tender-hefted nature ſhall not give | 
Thee o'er to harſhnefs. Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleaſures, to cut off my train, 
D 2 To 
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To bandy haſty words. Thou better know'ſt , 
The offices of nature, bond of child-hood, 
EffeQs of courteſie, dues of pratitude : - 
'Thy half o'th' kingdom thou Faſt not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 
Reg. Good fir, to th' purpoſe. [Trumpet within. 
Lear. Who put my man i'th' ſtocks? 
| Enter Steward. 
Corn. What trumpet's that? 
Reg. I know't, my ſiſter's : this approves her letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here. Is your lady come ? 
Lear, Out, varlet, from my fight! 
Cn. What means your grace? 
Enter Gonerill. 
Lear. Who ſtockt iny ſervant ? Regan, I've good 
hope 
Thou didſt not know on't 
O heav'ns, | 
If you do love old men, if your ſweet ſway 
Hallow obedience, if yourſelves are old, 
Make it your cauſe ; ſend down and take my part. 
Art not aſham'd to look upoa this beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand? 
Gon. Why not by th'hand, fir? how have I of- 
fended ? 
All's not offence, that indiſcretion finds, 
And dotage terms ſo. 
Lear. O ſides, you are too tough! 
Will you yet hold ?—how came my man i'th? ſtocks ? 
Corn. I ſet him there, fir ; but his own diſorders 
Deſerv'd much leſs advancement. 
Lear. You? did you ? 
Reg. I pray yon, father, being weak, ſeem ſo. 
Tf, 'till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and ſojourn with my ſiſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your train, come then to me! 
I'm now from home, and out of that proviſion 
Which ſhall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her? and fifty men diſmiſs'd? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chuſe 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl ; ' 
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Than have my ſmalfeſt wants ſupplied by her. 

Gon. At your choice, fir. 

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel ; 

We'll no more meet, no more fee one another. 
Let ſhame come when it will, I do not call it ; 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 
Mend, when thou canft ; be better, at thy leifure. 
I can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan; 
I, and my hundred knights. 
Reg. Not altogether ſo: 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken ? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, fir : what, fifty followers ?. 
Is it not well? what ſhould you need of more ? 

Yea, or ſo many ? ſince both charge and danger 
Speak gainſt fo great a number: how in one houſe. 
Should many people under two commands 
Hold amity ? 'Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. ü 
Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attend · 
ance 
From thofe that ſhe calls ſervants, or from mine? 
Reg. Why not, my lord? if then they chanc'd to 
ſlack ye, f | 
We could controul them. If you'll come to me, 
(For now I ſpy a danger) I entreat you 
To bring but five-and-twenty ; to no more. 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. L gave you all- 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Oh, let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet heav'n! 
Keep me in temper ! I would not be mad! 

Gon, Hear me, my lord ; | | | 
What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or ſi re. 
To fallow in a houſe, where twice ſo many” 
Have a command to tend you ? | 

Reg. What needs one ? | 

Lear. O, reaſon not the need : our baſeſt beggars 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous ; Ry oath 
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Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man's life is cheap as beaſts. But for true need, 

You heav'ns, give me that patience which I need! 
You ſee me here, you gods, a poor old man, 

As full of grief as years; wretched in both ; 

If it be you that ſtir theſe daughters hearts 

Againſt their father, fool me not ſo much 

To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger; 

O let not women' s weapons, water-drops, 

Stain my man's cheeks ! No, you unnat'ral hags, 

I will have ſuch revenges on you both, 

That all the world ſhall—l. will do ſuch things, 
What they are, yet I know not; but they ſhall be 
The terrors of the earth: you think, III weep 3 

No, I'll not weep. I have full cauſe of weeping : 
'This heart ſhall break into a thouſand flaws, 

Or ere I weep. O gods, [ Thall go mad! [Exeunt. 
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Enter Lear and Kent, 


FFT Lear. 
LOW V winds, and crack your cheeks; rage, blow: 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, ſpout 
Till you have drench'd our ſteeples, drown'd the cocks! 
You ſulph'rous and thought-executing hres, 
Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe my white head. And thou all ſhaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o'th*'world ; 
Crack nature's mould, all germins {pill at once 
That make ingrateful man. 
Kent. Not all my beſt intreaties can perſuade him 
Into ſome needful ſhelter, or to *bide 
This poor ſlight cov'ring on his aged head, 
Expos d to this wild war of earth and heay'n. Ran 
a ar 
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Lear. Rumble thy belly full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain ; 


Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters ; 

I tax not you, you elements, with a. : 

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children ; 

You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure ;—here I ſtand your flave; 

A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man! 

But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 

That have with two pernicious daughters joyn'd 

Your high-engender'd battles, gainſt a head 

So old and white as this. Oh! oh! 'tis foul. 

Kent. Hard by, fir, is a hovel that will lend 

Some ſhelter from this tempeſt. 

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience : 

I will fay nothing. 

Kent. Alas, fir! things that love night, 

Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathful ſkies 

Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark, 

And make them keep their caves: fince I was man, 

Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 

Remember to have heard. 

Lear. Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 

That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipt of juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand: 

Thou perjure, and thou ſimular of virtue, 

That art inceſtuous: caitiff, ſhake to pieces, 

That under covert and convenient ſeeming, 1 

Haſt praQtis'd on man's life: Cloſe pent- up guilts, 

Rive your concealing continents, and aſk © 

Theſe dreadful ſummoners grace.—rl am a man, 

More ſinn d againſt, than ſinningg. 
Kent. Good fir, to the hovel ! | 

Lear. My wits begin to tun. ' 

Come on, my boy. Hoſt doſt, my boy? art cold? 

Pm cold myſelf. Where is the ſtraw, my fellow? 

The art of our neceflities is ſtrange, | 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your 
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Poor knave, I've one part in my heart, 
That's forry yet for thee. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, An Apartment in Gloceſter's Caftle, 


Enter Gloceſter, and Edmund. 

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I Itke not this unnatu- 
ral dealing; when I defired their leave that ! might 
pity him, they took from me the uſe of mine own 
houſe ; charg'd me on pain of perpetual diſpleaſure, 
neither to ſpeak of him, entreat for him, or any way 
ſuſtain him. 

Edm. Moft favage and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion 
between the Dukes, and a worſe matter than that: I 
have receiv'd a letter this night, *tis dangerous to be 
ſpoken ; (I have lock'd the letter in my cloſet :) theſe 
injuries, the king now bears, will be revenged home ; 
there is a part of a power already footed ; we muſt 
incline to the king: I will look for him, and 8 
relie ve him; yon, and maintain talk with the 
Duke, that my charity be not of him perceiv d. If 
he aſk for me, I am ill, and gone to bed; if I die for 
it, as no leſs is threaten'd me, the King my old maſ- 
ter muſt be relieved. There are ſtrange things to- 
ward, Edmund; pray you be careful. [Exit. 

Edm This courteſy, forbid thee, ſhall the duke 
Inſtantly know, and of that letter too. 
This — a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my father loſes; no lefs than all. 

The younger riſes when the old doth fall. [Exit, 


SCENE changes tis a Part of the Heath with a Howel. 


Enter Lear and Kent. 
_ Kent, Here is the place, my lord; good my lord, 
enter; 
The tyranny oth? open night's too rongh 
For nature to endure. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good, my lord, enter here. 
Ear. Wilt breal my heart? | 
Kent. Vd rather break mine own; good my lord, 
enter. Lear. 
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Lear. Thou think'ſt'tis much, that this contenti- 
ous ſtorm 
Invades us to the ſkin ; ſo 'tis to thee; 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt. The tempeſt in my mind 
Doth from my ſenſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not, as this mouth ſhould tear this hand 
For lifting food to't ?—But I'll puniſh home. 
No, I will weep no more In ſuch a night, 
To ſhut me out? pour on, I will endure: 
In fuch a night as this? O Regan, Gonerill, 
Your old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave all— 
O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun that; 
No more of that— 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thyſelf; ſeck thine own eaſe z 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more—but Fil go in; 
In, boy, go firſt, You houſeleſs poverty— 
Nay, get thee in; Þ'll pray, and then Ill ſleep 
Poor naked wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm! 
How ſhall your houſtleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 
Your loop'd and window'd taggedneſs defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe ?—O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this! Take phyſic, pomp ; 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what wretches feel, 
That thou may'ſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 
And ſhew the heav'ns more juſt. 
Edg. within. Fathom and half, fathom and half! 
poor Tom. | 
Kent. What art thou, that doſt grumble there i'th 
ſtraw? come forth. 5 | 
Enter Edgar diſguis'd like a Madman. 
 Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows me. Through 
the tharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humph, 
go to thy bed and warm thee. 
Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy daughters? and art 
thou come to this ? | AE 
Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? when 
; * he 
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the foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, 
through ford and whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire ; 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
his pew; ſet ratſbane by his porridge, made him 
proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horſe, over 
four-inch'd bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a 
traitor,—bleſs thy five wits z Tom's a cold. O do, 
de, do, de, do, de [ ſhivering.) bleſs thee from 
whirl-winds, ſtar-blaſting, and taking ; do poor Tom 
ſome charity, whom the foul fiend vexes. There 
could I have him new, and there, and here again, 
and there. [Storm ftill. 
Lear. What have his daughters brought him to 
this paſs? ; . | 
Couldſt thou fave nothing? didſt thou give em all? 
Now all the plagues, that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o er mens faults, light on thy daughters! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, fir. 
Lear. Death! traitor, nothing could have ſubdued 
nature 
To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. 

Edg. billicock fat on pillicock-hill, alow, alow, 
loo, loo! 

Lear. Is it the faſhion that diſcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh ? 

udicious puniſhment! *twas this fleſh begot 

hoſe pelican daughters. 

Edg. Take heed o' th' foul fiend ; obey thy parents: 
keep thy word juſtly ; ſwear not; commit not with 
man's ſworn ſpouſe ; ſet not thy ſweet heart on proud 
array. Tom's a-cold. 

Lear. What haſt thou been ? 

Eig. A ferving-man, proud in heart, that curl'd 
my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerv'd the luſt of my 
miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of darkneſs with her: 
ſwore as many oaths as I ſpoke words, and broke 
them in the ſweet face of heav'n. Falfe of heart, 
light of ear, bloody of hand, hog in floth, fox. in 
ſtealth, wolf in greedineſs, dox in madneſs, lion in 
prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoes, nor the ruſt- 
ling of ſilk betray thy poor heart to women. "oP 

ho, 
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thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 

thy pen from lender's book, and defy the foul fiend. 

Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind. 

[Storm ſtill, 

Lear. Thou wert better in thy grave, than to an- 
ſwer with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the 
ſkies. Is man no more than this? conſider him well. 

Thou ow'ſt the worm no ſilk, the beaſt no hide, the 

ſheep no wool, the cat no perfume. Aha! here's two 

of us are ſophiſticated. Thou art the thing itſelf ; 
unaccommodated man is no more but ſuch a poor, 
bare, forked animal as thou art, Off, off, you lend- 
ings: come, unbutton here. WAIST. 
| [Tearing off his cloaths, 

Kent. Defend his wits, good heaven! | 

Lear. One point I had forgot; what is your name? 

Edg. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming frog, the 
wall-newt and the water-newt ; that in the fury of his 
heart, when the foul fend rages, eats cow dung for 
ſallads, ſwallows the old rat, and the ditch-dog ; that 
drinks the green mantle of the ſtanding pool ; that's 
whipt from tything to tything ; that has three ſuits to 
his back, fix thirts to his body. 

Horſe to ride, and weapon to wear, 

But rats and mice, and ſuch ſmall deer, 

Have been Tom's food for ſeven long year. 
Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Nero is an angler 
in the lake of darkneſs, Pray innocent, and beware 
the foul fend. 3 

Lear. Right, ha! ha! was it not pleaſant to have 

a thouſand with red-hot ſpits come hiſſing upon them? 
Edg. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, [A ſde. 

They mar my counterfeiting. * 1 
Lear. The little dogs and all, Tray, Blanch, and 

Sweet-Heart, ſee they bark at me. ee. 
Edg. Tom will chrow his bead at'em: avaunt, ye 

Cuts. | | 

Be thy mouth, or black, or white, 

. _Toath that poiſons if it bite 
Maſtiff, grey- hound, mungrel grim, | 
Hound, ot ſpaniel, brache, or bym: WY 
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Bob-tail tike, or trundle-tail, 

Tom will make 'em weep and wail : 

For with throwing thus my head, 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. | 
Come, march to wakes and fairs, and market-towns. 
Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear. You, ſir, 1 you for one of my hun- 
dred, only I do not like the faſhion of your garments; 
you'll ſay they are Perſian ; but no matter, let em be 
changed. 

Edg. This is the foul flibbertigibbet ; he begins at 
Curfew, and walks till the firſt cock ; he gives the 
web, and the pin; knits the elflock ; ſquints eye, 
and makes the hair-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and 
hurts the poor creatures of the earth. 

Swithin footed thrice the world. 
He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold, 
*Twas there he did appoint her; 
He bid her alight, and her troth plight, 
And aroynt the witch, aroynt her. 
Enter Gloceſter. 

Lear. What's he? | | 

Glo. What, has your grace no better company ? 

Lag. The prince of darkneſs is a gentleman ; Modo 
he is call'd, and Mahu. 

G61. Go with me, fir ; hard by I have a tenant, 
My duty cannot ſuffer me to obey in all your Daugh- 
ters hard commands, who have enjoin'd me to make 
faſt my doors, and let this tyrannous night take hold 
upon you. Yet have I ventur'd to come ſeek you 
out, and bring you where both fire and food are 
ready. | 
Kent. Good my lord, take this offer. 
> Lear.' Firſt let me talk with this philoſopher 
What is the cauſe of thunder? 

Slo. Beſeech you: fir, to go into the houſe. 

Lear. T'll talk a word with this ſame learned The- 
ban. What is your ſtudy? | 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill ver- 
min. e | | 

Lear. Let me aſk you a word in private. 


Kent. 


KING LEAR. 37 


Kent. His wits ate quite unſettled; good fir, let's 
force him hence. 

Glo. Can't blame him? His daughters ſeek his 
death; this bedlai but diſturbs him the more. Fel- 
low, be gone. | 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 

His word was ſtill fie, foh, and fum, 
I ſmell the blood of a Britiſh man.— [Exit. 

Glo. Now, prithee, friend, let us take him in our 
arms, and carry him where he ſhall find both welcome 
and protection. Good fir, along with us! 

Lear. You fay right, Let them anatomiſe Regan ! 
See what breeds about her heart! Is there any cauſe in 
nature for theſe hard hearts? 

Kent. I do beſeech your grace. 

Lear. Hiſt make no noiſe ! make no noiſe !—ſo, 
ſo! we'll to ſupper in the morning. [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Gloceſter's Palace. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonenll, Edmund, and 
Attendants. : 


Corn. I'Il have revenge ere I depart this houſe. 
Regan, ſee here! a plot upon our ſtate ; 

Tis Glo'ſter's character; * betray'd 
His double truſt, of ſubje& and of hoft. 

Reg. Then double be our vengeance! 

Edm. Oh that this treaſon had not been, or I 
Not the diſcoverer ! | 

Corn. Edmund, thou ſhalt find 
A dearer father in our love. Henceforth 
We call thee earl of Glo'ſter. - 

Edm. I am much bounden to your grace, and will 
perſevere in my loyalty, tho' the conflict be ſore be- 
tween that and my blood. 

Corn. Our dear fiſter Gonerill, do you poſt ſpeedi- 
ly to my lord your huſband; ſhew him this letter: 
the army of France is landed; ſeek out the traitor 
Gloſter. 

Reg. Hang him inſtantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn, Leave him to my diſpleaſure, Edmund, 

E keep 


WMWaſt thou not charg'd, at peril — 
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keep you our ſiſter company; the revenges we are 


bound to take upon your father, are not fit for your 


beholding. Adviſe the Duke, where you are going, 
to a moſt haſty preparation ; we are hound to the 
like. Our poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent be- 
twixt us. Farewel, dear ſiſter; farewel my lord of 
Glo'ſter. 
Enter Steward. 
How now ? where's the King? 
Stew, My lord of Glo'ſter has convey'd him hence. 
Some hve or ſix-and-thirty of his knights 
Are gone with him tow'rd Dover! whete they boaſt 
To have well- armed friends. 
Corn. Get horſes for your miſtreſs. 
Gon. Farewel, ſweet lord and ſiſter. 
. [Exeunt Gon. and Edm. 


Cern. Edmund, farewel. Go feek the traitor 


Glo'ſter ; | 

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us: 

Though well we may not pals upon his life 

Without the form of juſtice ; yet our pow'r 

Shall do a court'he to our wrath, which men 

May blame, but not controul. 

Enter Gloceſter, brought in by Servants. 

Who's there? the traitor ? 
Reg. Tis he: thank heaven, he's ta'en. 

Corn. Bind faſt his arms. 
Glo, What mean your graces? 

You are my gueſts: do me no foul play, friends. 
Corn. Bind him, I fay. They bind him. 
Reg. Hard, hard: O traitor! thou ſhalt find— 
Corn. Come, fir, what letters had you late from 

France? 

And what confed'racy have you with the traitors, 

Late footed in the kingdom ? | 
Reg. To whoſe hands 

Ilave you ſent the lunatick king? ſpeak. 

Corn. Where haſt thou ſeat the king? 
Ge. To Dover. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 


Corn. 
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Cern. Wherefore to Dover? let him firſt anſwer 
that. 
Glo. J am ty'd to th' ſtake, and I muſt ſtand the 
courſe. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover? | 
Glo. Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes, nor thy fierce ſiſter 
Carve his anointed fleſh ; but I thall tee 
The winged vengeance overtake ſuch children. | 
Duke. See't thou ſhalt never; ſlaves, perform your 
work; 
Out with thoſe treacherous eyes; diſpatch, I fay ; 
[Ex. Glo. and Serwants. 
If thou ſeeſt vengeance— | 
Glo. [without] He that will think to live *till he 
be old 
Give me ſome help.—O cruel! oh ! ye gods. 
Serv. Hold, hold, my lord, I bar your cruelty ; 
I cannot love your ſafety, and give way 
To ſuch barba rous practice. | 
Duke. Ah, my villain ! 
Serv. I have been your ſervant from my infancy, 
But better ſervice have I never done you 
Than with this boldneſsg— 
Duke. Take thy death, ſlave. 
Sery. Nay then, revenge! [ Fight. 
Reg. Help here! are you not hurt, my lord? 
Re-enter Gloceſter and Servants. 
Glo. All dark and comfortleſs—where's my ſon 
Edmund ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the ſparks of nature 
To quit this horrid act. 
Reg. Out, treacherous villain, 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee : It was he, 
'That broach'd thy treaſons to us. 
Glo. O my follies ! 
Then Edgar was abus'd. Kind gods, forgive 
Me that, and proſper him ! 
Reg. Go thruſt him out 
At gates, and let him ſmell his way to Dover. 
[Exeunt with Glo. 
E 2 How 
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How is't, my lord? how look you? 

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt: follow me, lady.—- 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain; throw this ſlave 
Upon the dunghill.—Regan, I bleed apace. 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. 

(Exit, led by Regan. 


End of the Third ACT. 


* 


. 
8 C E NE an open Couniry, 


Enter Edgar. 


ET better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ſtill contemn'd and flatter'd. To be 
.”- "worlt, 

The loweſt, moſt dejected thing of fortune, 

Stands ſtill in eſperance; lives not in fear. 

The lamentable change is from the beſt ; 

The worſt returns to comfort. 


Enter Gloceſter, led by an old Man. 


Who comes here ? 
My father poorly led ? World, world, O world! 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us wait thee, 
Life would not yield to age. L 
Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your te- 
nant, 
And your father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years. 
Glo. Away, get thee away: good friend, be gone; 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. | 
Old Man. You cannot ſee your way. 
Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes: 
] ſtumbled when I ſaw. O dear fon Edgar, 
Might I but live to fee thee in my touch, 
I'd fay, I had eyes again! | 
Old Man. How now? who's there? 15 
3 
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Elg. O gods! who is't can ſay, Tin at the worſt? 
I'm worſe, than e'er I was. 

Old Man. * Tis poor mad Tom. 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man? 

Old Man. Madman, and beggar too. 

Glo. He has ſome reaſon, elle he could not beg. 
Pth' laſt night's ſtorm I ſuch a fellow ſaw ; 
Which made me think a man, a worm. My ſon 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then ſcarce friends with him. ' Vve heard more 

ſince, - 

As flies to wanton boys, are we to th' gods; 
They kill us for their ſport. 

Edg. Alas, he's ſenſible that I was wrong'd, 
And ſhould I own myſelf, his tender heart 
Would break betwixt extremes of grief and joy. 
Bad is the trade muſt play the fool to ſorrow, 
Ang'ring itſelf and others.— Bleſs thee, maſter, 

Glo. Is that the naked fellow? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Get thee away: if, for my ſake, ; 
Thou wilt o'ertake us hence a mile or twain . 
P th' way tow'rd Dover, do it for ancient love; 

And bring ſome covering for this naked wretch, 
Whom Pi intreat to lead me. 
O14 Man. Alack, fir, he is mad. 
Glo. Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the 
blind: 
Do as I bid, or rather do thy pleaſure; 
Above the reſt, begone. 
Old Man. I'll bring him the beſt parrel that I have, 
Come on't what will. leit. 

G15. Sirrah, naked fellow ! 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold.—I cannot fool it further. 

Glo, Come hither, fellow, | 

Edg. And yet I muſt; 

Bleſs thy ſweet eyes, they bleed. 

G10. Know 't thou the way to Dover? 

Edg. Both ſtile and gate, horſe-way and foot-path : 
poor Tom hath been ſcar'd out of his good wits. 
Bleſs thee, good man, from the foul fiend. 

- 43 E 3 Glo, 
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Gle. Here, take this purſe, thou whom the heav'ns 
plagues N 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes. That T am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier: heav'ns deal ſo ſtill! 
Doſt thou know Dover ? | 
Edp. Ay, maſter. | 
Glo. 2 is a cliff, whoſe high and bending 
ead | 
Looks fearfully on the confined deep: 
Bring me but to the very brink of it, 
And I'll repair the miſery thou doſt bear, 
With ſomething rich about me: from that place 
I ſhall no leading need. 
Edg. Give me thy arm, | 
Poor Tom ſhall lead thee. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Duke of Albany's Palace, 


Enter Gonerill and Edmund. 


Gon. Welcome, my lord. I marvel, our mild 
huſband 


Not met us on the way. 
Enter Steward. 

Now, where's your maſter ? 

Stew. Madam, within ; but never man ſo chang'd: 
I told him of the army that was landed; 
He ſmil'd at it. I told him you were coming; 
His anſwer was, The worſe. Of Glo'ſter's treachery, 
And of the loyal ſervice of his ſon, 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me Sot. 
What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſeems pleaſant to him; 
What like, offenſive. 

Gon. Then ſhall you go no further, [To Edm. 
It is the cowith terror of his ſpirit, 
That dares not undertake. | 
Back, Edmund, to my brother ; 
Haſten his muſters, and conduct his powers. 
I muſt change arms at home, and give the diſtaff 
Into my huſband's hands. This truſty ſervant 
Sball paſs between us: you ere long ſhall hear, 
If you dare venture on your own behalf, 
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A miſtreſs's command. 
Conceive, and fare thee well, 
Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 
Gon. My moſt dear Glo'ſter ! [Exit Edmund. 
Oh, the ſtrange difference of man and man!. 
To thee a woman's ſervices are due, 
My fool uſurps my duty. 
Stew. Madam, here comes my lord. [Exit, 


Enter Albany. 

Alb. O Gonerill, what have you done ? 
Tygers, not daughters, what have you performed? 
A father and a gracious aged man, 
Moſt barb'rous, moſt degenerate, have. you madded. 
How cou'd my brother ſuffer you to do it, 
A man, a prince by him ſo benefited ? 

Gon. Milk liver'd man ! 
'That bear'ſt a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Where's thy drum ? 
France ſpreads his banners in our noiſeieſs land, 
Whilſt thou, a moral. fool, ſit'ſt till, and cry'ſt, 
« Alack! why does he ſo?” — 

Alb. Thou chang'd, and ſelf-converted thing! for 

ſhame, 
Be-monſter not thy feature. 
Enter Meſſenger. | 
Me. Pons my good lord, the Duke of Cornwall's 
ead; ä 

Slain by his ſervant, going to put out 
The earl of Si be F 

Alb. Glo'ſter's eyes! 

Meſ. A ſervant, that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
Oppos'd the horrid act; bending his ſword 
Againſt his maſter : who, thereat inrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead; 


But not without that harmful ſtroke, which ſince 
Hath pluck'd him after. 


Alb. This ſhews you are above, 
You juſtices, that theſe our nether crimes 
So ſpeedily can venge. But O poor Glo'ſter! 
Where was his ſon when they did take his eyes ? 


Mef. 


44 KING LEAR 


Me/. Come with my lady hither. 
Alb. He's not here.. 
Meſ. No, my good lord, he is return'd again. 
Alb. Knows he the wickedneſs ? 
Meſ. Ay, my good lord, 'twas he inform'd againſt 
im, 
And quit the houſe of purpoſe, that their puniſh- 
ment 
Might have the freer courſe. 
Alb. Glo'ſter, 1 live 
To thank thee for the love thou ſhew'dſt the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, friend, 
Tell me what more thou know'ſt. [Going, returns. 
See thyſelf, Gonerill! 
Proper deformity ſhews not in the fiend, 
So horrid as in woman. 
Gon. O vain fool! [Exit Alb. and Meſſ. 
That haſt not in thy brows an eye diſcerning 
Thine honour from thy ſuffering ! 


Enter Steward, with a letter. 


Stew, This letter, madam, craves a ſpeedy anſwer: 
"Tis from your ſiſter. Cornwall being dead, 
His loſs your ſiſter has in part ſupply'd, 
Making earl Edmund general of her forces. 

Con. One way I like this well: 

But being widow, and my Glo'ſter with her, 
May pluck down all the building of my love. 
III read, and anſwer theſe diſpatches: ſtrait. 
It was great ign'rance, Glo'iter's eyes being out, 
To let him live, Add ſpeed unto your journey, 
And if you chance to meet that old blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Dover. 
Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, 


Kent. Did your letters pierce the Queen to any de- 
monſtration of grief? 
Gent. Yes, fir; ſhe took 'em, read em in my pre- 
ſence ; | 
| And 
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And now and then a big round tear ran down 
Her delicate cheek : much mov'd, but not to rage, 
Patience with ſorrow trove. Her ſmiles and tears 
Were like a wetter May. 

Kent. Spoke you with her ſince ? 

Gent. No. | 

Kent. Well, fir ; the poor diſtreſſed Lear's in town; 
Who ſometimes, in his better tune remembers 
What we are come about; and by no means 
Will yield to ſee Cordelia. | 

Gent. Why, good fir? 

Kent. A ſov'reign ſhame ſo bows him; his unkind- 

nefs, | 

That ftript her from his benediQion, turn'd her 
To foreign caſualties, gave her dear rights | 
To his dog-hearted daughters ; theſe things ſting him 
So venomouſly, that burning ſhame detains him 
From his dear daughter. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 


Kent. Of Albany's, and Cornwall's pow'rs you 
heard. 


Gent. Tis ſo, they are a-foot. 
Kent. Well, fir, I'll bring you to our maſter Lear, 
And leave you to attend him. Some dear cauſe 
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile: 
When I am known aright, you ſhall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. Pray, along with me. 
| [Exeunt. 


SCENE, a Camp. 
Enter Cordelia, Phyſicians, and Soldiers. 


Cor. Alack, *tis he z why he was met ev'n now 
As mad as the vext ſea, ſinging aloud, 
Crowned with flowers, and all the weeds that grow 
In our ſuſtaining corn.——T heir poor old father! 
Oh ſiſters, ſiſters! ſhame of ladies! ſiſters! 
Ha, Regan, Gonerill! what! i'th'ſtorm! i'th'night? 
Let pity ne'er believe it! Oh my heart! 
Pb, Take comfort, madam; there ate means to 
cute him. - 
ors 


46 KING LE AR. 


Cor. No; 'tis too probable the furious ſtorm 
Has pierc'd his tender body paſt all cure ; 

And the bleak winds, cold rain, and ſulph'rous light - 
ning, 

Unſettled his care-wearied mind for ever. 
Send forth a cent'ry, bring him to our eye; 
Try all the art of man, all med'cine's power, 
For the reſtoring his bereaved ſenſe ! 
He that helps him, take all! 

Phy/. Be patient, madam : 
Our foſter nurſe of Nature is repoſe, 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in him 
Are many lenient ſimples, which have power 
To cloſe the eye of anguiſh. 

Cor, All bleſt ſecrets, 
All you unpubliſh'd virtues of the earth, 
Spring with my tears ; be aidant and remediate 
In the good man's diſtreſs! ſeek, ſeek for him; 
Leſt his ungovern'd rage diſſolve his life. | 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
If it be ſo, one only boon I beg; 
That you'd convey me to his breathleſs trunk, 
With my own hands to. cloſe a father's eyes, 
With ſhow'rs of tears to waſh his clay-cold cheeks, 
Then o'er his limbs, with one heart-rending figh, 
To breathe my ſpirit out, and die beſide him. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſ. News, madam : 

The Britiſh pow'rs are marching hitherward. 
Cor. Tis known before. Our preparation ſtands 
In expectation of them. Our dear father, 

It is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great 

; France 
My mourning and important tears hath pitied. 

No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 


But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right. 
| [Exeunt. 
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SCENE, the Country, near Dover. 
Enter Gloceſter, and Edgar as a Peaſant. 


Glo. When ſhall I come to th'top of that ſame hill? 
Edg. 4 do climb up it now. Mark how we la- 
our. 
Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible ſteep. 
Hark, do you hear the ſea ? 
Glo. No, truly. 
Edg. Why then your other ſenſes grow imperfeR 


By your eyes angui 
Glo. So may 1t be, indeed. 


Methinks, thy voice is alter'd ; and thou ſpeak'ft 
In better phraſe and matter than thou didſt. 

Edg. You're much deceiv'd: in nothing am I 

chang'd, 

But in my garments. 

Glo. Sure, you're better ſpoken. 

Edg. Come on, fir, here's the place—ſtand till. 

How fearful | 

And dizzy tis, to caft one's eyes ſo low! 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew ſcarce fo groſs as beetles. Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers ſamphire ; dreadful trade ! 
Methinks, he ſeems no bigger than his head. 
The 6ſhermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her cock ; her cock ! a buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for fight. The murmuring ſurge 
Cannot be heard fo high. I'll look no more, 
Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 

Glo. Set me, where you ſtand. 

Edg. * me your hand: you're now within a 

oot 

Of th' extream verge: for all below the moon 
Would I not now leap forward. 

Glo. Let go my hand: 
Here, friend, 's another purſe, in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking. May the gods 

. N Proſper 
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Proſper it with thee ! go thou further off; 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
Edg. Now fare ye well, good fir, [Seems to go. 
I trifle thus with his deſpair to cure it. 
Glo. O you mighty Gods ! 
This world do I renounce ; and in your ſights 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
Jf I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To _ with your great oppoſeleſs wills, 
My ſnuff and latter part of nature ſhould 
Burn itſelf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs him! 


Enter Lear, dreſt madly with flowers. 


Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coyning : 
I am the King himſelf. 

Glo. Ha! who comes here ? 

Edg. O thou ſide- piercing fight ! 

Lear. Natute's above art in that reſpect. There's 
your preſs- money. That fellow handles his bow like 
a crow-keeper: draw me a clothier's yard. Look, 
Jook, à mouſe! peace, peace ;—there's my gauntlet, 
Pl! prove it on a giant. Bring up the brown bills. 
O, well flown barb! ?th* clout, i'th' clout : hewgh! 
give the word. 5 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Paſs! 

Glo. 1 know that voice. | 

Lear. Ha! Gonerill! hah! Regan! they flatter'd 
me like a dog, and told me I had white hairs in my 
beard ere the black ones were there. To ſay ay, and 
no, to every thing that I ſaid. —Ay, and no too, was 
no good divinity. When the rain came to wet me 
once, and the wind to make me chatter ; when the 
thunder would not peace at my bidding; there I 
found 'em, there I ſmelt em out. Go to, they are 
not men o' their words; they. told me, I was every 
thing: *tis a lie, I am not ague-proof. 

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember: 
Is't not the King ? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king. 

When I do ſtare, ſee how the ſubject quakes. 
I pardon 


r WAN - 


KING LEAR. 49 


I pardon that man's life. What was the cauſe ? 
Adultry ? thou ſhalt not die; die for adultry ? no. 
To't, luxury, pell mell ; for I lack ſoldiers. 

Glo. Not all my ſorrows paſt ſo deep have touch'd 

me 
As theſe fad accents. Sight were now a torment. 

Lear. Behold yon ſimpering dame, whoſe face pre- 
ſages ſnow ; that minces virtue, and does ſhake the 
head to hear of pleaſure's name. The fitchew, nor 
the pampered ſteed goes to it with a more riotous ap- 
petite; down from the waiſt they are centaurs, tho 
women all above : but to the girdle do the gods inhe- 
rit, beneath is all the friends. There's hell, there's 
darkneſs, there's the ſulphurous pit; fie, fie, fie; 
pah, pah ; an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to 
ſweeten my imagination! there's money for thee. 

Glo. O, let me kiſs that band. | 

Lear, Let me wipe it firſt, it ſmells of mortality. 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature! 

Lear. Arraign her firſt ! 'tis Gonerill. I here take 
my oath before this honourable aſſembly, ſhe ſtruck 
the poor king her father. 

Glo. Patience, good ir ! 

Lear. 4 here's another, whoſe warpt looks pro- 

claim | 
What ſtore her heart is made of.—Stop her there! 
Arms, arms, ſword, fire!—Corruption in the place! 
Falſe juſticer, why haſt thou let her ſcape ? 
Glo. O pity, fir! where is the firmneſs now 


That you ſo oft have boaſted. —Do you know me? 


Lear. I do remember thine eyes well enough! do 
thy wart, blind Cupid ; Fil not love. Read ycu this 
challenge, mark but the penning of it. 

Glo, Were all the letters ſuns, I could not ſee one. 

Eag. I would not take this from report; it is, and 
my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. What, with this caſe of eyes? 

Lear. Oh, oh, are you there with me? no eyes in 
your head, nor no money in your purſe ? yet you ſee 
how thts world goes. | a 
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Glo. I ſee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad? a man may ſee how this 
world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears: ſee, 
how yond juſtice rails upon yond ſimple thief. Hark 
in thine ear: change places, and handy-dandy, which 
is the juſtice, which is the thief? thou halt ſeen a 
farmer's dog bark at a beggar? 

Glo, Ay, fir. | 

Lear. And the beggar run from the cur? there thou 
might'ſt behold the great image of authority; a dog's 
obey'd in office. 
Thou raſcal-beadle, hold thy bloody hand: 

Why doſt thou laſh that whore? ſtrip thy own back; 

Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind, 

For which thou whip'ſt her. Th' ufurer hangs the 
cozener. 

Through tatter'd weeds ſmall vices do appear; 

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate Sins with gold, 

And the ſtrong lance of Juſtice hurtleſs breaks; 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. 

Get thee glaſs eyes, 

And, like a ſcurvy politician, ſeem 

To ſee the things thou do'ſt not. 

Now, now, now, now. Pull off my boots:- harder, 
harger, ſo. 

Edg. O matter and impertinency mixt, 

Reaſon in madneſs! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes, 
I know thee well enough, thy name is- Glo ſter; 
Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither : 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt time that we 1mell the air, 
We wawle and cry. I will preach to thee : mark— 

Glo. Alack, alack the day! 

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come 
To this great ſtage of fools — 


Enter a Gentleman with Attendants. 
Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him; fir, 
Your moſt dear daughter 
Lear. No reſcue ? what, a priſoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune, Uſe me well, * 
ou 
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| You ſhall have ranſom. Let me have ſurgeons, 


I am cut to th' brain. 
Gent. You ſhall have any thing. | 
Lear. No ſeconds? all myſelf? I will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug bridegroom. What? J will be jovial : 
Come, come, I am a king. My maſters, know you 
that ? | | 
Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's lite in't, | 
It were an excellent ſtratagem to ſhoe a troop of 
horſe with felt: I'll put it in proof—no noiſe! no 
noiſe! now will we ſteal upon theſe ſons-in-law ; and 
then—kill, kill, kill, kill. [Exit with Gent. 
Glo. The king is mad. How ſtiff is my vile ſenſe 
That I ſtand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge ſorrows ? Better I were diſtract, 
And woe, by wrong imaginations, loſe 
The knowledge of itſelf. —Ye gentle gods, 
Take my breath from me! let not miſery 
Tempt me again to die before you pleaſe. 
Edg. Well pray you, father. 
Cle. Now, good fir, what are you? 
Edg. A moſt poor man, made tame to fortune's 
blows, 
Who by the art of known and feeling ſorrows, 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
III lead you to ſome biding. 
Gh. Hearty thanks! 
Enter Steward. 
Stew. A proclaim'd prize! moſt happy! 
That eyeleſs head of thine was firſt fram'd fleſh, 
To raiſe my fortunes. Old, unhappy rraitor, 
The ſword is out, that muſt deſtroy thee. 
Glo. Let thy friendly hand put ſtrength enough to't. 
Stew. Wherefore, bold peaſant, 
Dar'ſt thou ſupport a publiſli'd traitor! hence, 
Leſt I deſtroy thee too. Let go his arm. 
Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vurther *caſion. 
Stew, Let go, flave, or thou dy'ſt. 
Edg. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor 
volk paſs: and 'chud ha * zwagger'd out of my 
2 lite, 
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life, twould not ha' been zo long as tis by a vort= | 
night. Nay, come not near th' old man: keep out, 
or i'ſe try whether your coftard or my bat be the 
harder, [ Fight. 
Steg. Out, dunghill ! [Edgar knocks him down. ö 
Slave, thou haſt ain me: oh, untimely death 0 
6 [Dies. 
Edg. I know thee well, a ſerviceable villain ; 
As duteous to the vices of thy miſtreſs, 
As badneſs would defire. 
Gh. What, is he dead? 
Eqdg. Sit you down, fir. 
'This is a letter-carrier, and may have 
Some papers of intellizence—what's here? 
© To Edmund, Earl of Glo'ſter. [ Reading. 
Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. You 
* have many opportunities to cut him off: if he re- 
* turn the conqueror, then am I the priſoner, and 
* his bed my goal; from the loathed warmth whereof 
deliver me, and fupply the place for your labour. 
„Tour (wife, fo I would ſay) 
„ affectionate Servant, 
GONERILL” 
Oh, undiſtinguiſh'd ſpace of woman's will ! 
A plot upon her virtuous huſband's life, 
And the exchange my brother. Here, i'th'ſands 
Thee PI] rake up, the poſt unſanctified % 
Of murth'rous letchers: and in the mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ſtrike the fight 
Of the death-practis'd Duke. 
Give me your hand : 
Come, fir, I will beſtow you with a friend. [Exeun?. 
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"nw wo, 
SCENE, 4 Chamber. 
Lear a/icep on a Couch, Cordelia, and Attendants. 


Cordelia. 
Ye kind gods! 
Cure this great breach in his abuſed nature! 
Th” untun'd and jarring ſenſes, Oh, wind up 
Of this child-changed father ! | 
* by, good madam, when we do awake 
im; 
doubt not of his temperance. 
Cor. O my dear father! reſtauration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms, that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made! 
Phy/. Kind and deareſt princeſs! | 
Cor. O Regan! Gonerill, inhuman ſiſters ! 
Had he not been your father, theſe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of you. Was this a face 
To be expos'd againſt the warring winds ? 
To ſtand againft the deep, dread-bolted thunder ? 
In the moſt terrible and nimble ſtroke 
Of quick, croſs lightning ?—My very. enemy's dog, 
Tho' he had bit me, ſhould have ſtood that night 
Againſt my fire: and waſt thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel then 
In ſhort. and muſty ſtraw ?. Alack, alack! 
*Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once, 
Had not concluded all. —He wakes ; ſpeak to him, 
Phyſ. Madam, do you; 'tis fitteſt? 
Cor. How does my royal lord? how fares your 
Majeſty ? 
Lear. Lou do me wrong, to take me out o'th? 
grave. | 
Ha! is this too a.world of cruelty! 
Lknow my privilege ; think not that I will. 
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Be treated like a wretched mortal! No. 
No more of that! | 
Cor, Speak to me, fir, who am I? 
Lear. Thou art a ſoul in bliſs; but TI am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Cor. Sir, do you know me? 
Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know; when did you die? 
Cor. Still, ſtill, far wide 
Phy/. He's ſcarce awake; he'll ſoon-grow more 
composꝰd. 
n have I been? where am I? fair day- 
light 
I'm mightily abus d; I ſhould even die with pity, 
To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay ; 
I will not ſwear theſe are my hands: 
Would I were aſſur'd of my condition! 
Cor. O look upon me, fir, 
And hold your hand in benediction o'er me. 
Nay, Sir, you muſt not kneel. 
Lear. Pray, do not mock me; 
I am a very fooliſh fond old man, 
Fourſcore and upward ; and to deal plainly, 
I fear, Iam not in my perfect mind. k 
Cor. Ah then farewel to patience ! witneſs for me, 
Ye mighty pow'rs, I ne'er complain'd till now! 


Lear. Methinks, I ſhould know you, and know 
this man. | 


Yet I am doubtſul: for Pm mainly ignorant, 
What place this is; and all the ſkill I have, 
Remembers not theſe garments; nay, I know not 
Where I did fleep laſt night. Do not laugh at me, 
For, as I am a man, I think, this lad 
To be my child Cordelia. | 

Cor. O my dear, dear father! 

Lear. Be your tearswet? yes faith; pray do not 

weep. 

I know I have giv'n thee cauſe, and am ſo humbled 
With croſſes ſince, that I cou'd aſk | 
Forgiveneſs of thee, were it poſſible 
That thou cov'dſt grant it; 


If 
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If thou haſt poiſon for me I will driak it, 
Bleſs thee, and die. | 
Cor. O pity, fir, a bleeding heart, and ceaſe 
This killing language. 
Lear. Tell me, friends, where am I? 
Phy/. In your own kingdom, fir. 
Lear. Do not abuſe me |; 
Phyſ. Be comforted, good madam, for the violence 
Of his diſtemper's paſt ; we'll lead him in, 
Nor trouble him, till he is better ſettled. 
Wilt pleaſe you, fir, walk into freer air? 
Lear. You muſt bear with me; pray you now, for- 
get and forgive! I am old and fooliſh. 
[They lead him off. 
Cor. The gods reſtore you!—hatrk I hear afar 
The beaten drum. Oh! for an arm 
Like = fierce Thunderer's, when the Earth-born 
ons 
Storm'd heav'n, to fight this injur'd father's battle! 
That I cou'd ſhift my ſex, and dye me deep 
In his oppoſer's blood ! but, as I may, 
With women's weapons, piety and pray'rs, 
Vil aid his cauſe. —You never-erring gods 
Fi ht on his ſide, and thunder on his foes - 
Such tempeſts as his poor ag'd head ſuſtain'd : 
Your image ſuffers when a monarch bleeds ; 
*Tis your own cauſe ; for that your ſuccours bring; 
Revenge yourſelves, and right an injur'd king! [Exit. 


Baſtard in his Tent. 


Baſt, To both theſe ſiſters have I ſworn my love, 
Each jealous of the other, as the ſtung 
Are of the adder ;—neither can be held, 
If both remain alive. Whete ſhall I fix? 
Cornwall is dead, and Regan's empty bed 
Seems caſt by fortune for me — But bright Gonerill, 
Brings yet untaſted beauty; I will uſe | 
Her huſband's connt'nance for the battle, then 
Uſurp at once his bed and throne. [ Enter Officers. 
My truſty ſcouts, you're well return'd ; have ye deſ- 
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The ſtrength and poſture of the enemy ? 5, 

Off. We have, and were ſurpriz'd to find 
The baniſh'd Kent return'd, and at their head; 
Your brother Edgar on the rear; old Glo'ſter 
(A moving ſpectacle) led through the ranks, 
| Whoſe pow'rful tongue, and more prevailing wrongs, 
Have ſo enrag'd their ruſtic ſpirit, that with 
Th' approaching dawn we muſt expect a battle. 

Baſt. m8 bring a welcome hearing. Each to his 

charge ; 
Line well your ranks, and ſtand on your award. 
Crug aa repoſe you; and ith' morn we'll give 
The ſun a fight that ſhall be worth his riſing. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE, «@ Valley near the Camp. 


Enter Edgar and Gloceſter. 


Edg. Here, fir, take you the ſhadow of this tree 
Far your good hoſt; pray that the right may thrive :: 
Tf ever I return to you again, 

Fit bring you comfort. 557 Exit. 

Glo. Thanks, friendly ſir; 

The fortune your good cauſe deſerves betide you. 
An Alarm, after which Gloceſter ſpeaks. 

The fight grows hot; the whole war's now at work, 

Where's Glo'ſter now, that us'd to head the fray? 

No more of ſhelter, thou blind worm, but. forth 

To th' open field? the war may come this way, 

And cruſh thee into reſt.— Here lay thee down, 

And tear the earth. When, Edgar, wilt thou come 

To pardon, and diſmiſs me to the grave ? 


[4 Retreat. ſounded. 


Hark! a retreat; the king I fear has loſt. 
Re-enter Edgar.. 

Edg. Away, old man, give me your hand, away! 
Kia Look has loſt ; he and his daughter ta'en: 
Give me your hand. Come on! : _ 

Glo. No farther, ſir; a man may rot, even here: 
. Edg. What! in ill thoughts again? men muſt endure 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither. _ 
Glo. Heaven's will be done then! henceforth I'II 

endure Affliction 


* AI ACS A 
3 E 
7 


A D Aut 2 2 — 
25 


1 ” 

* 7 N * 

n 
1 g 4. 


5 
hs 
2 
£ 
8 
% 'Y 
74 
8 ä 


— 


KING LE AR. 57 


Affliction, till it do cry ont itſelf, 
Enough, enough, and die. [Exeunt. 


Flouriſh. Enter in Conqueſt, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 
* Baſtard, —Lear, Kent, Cordelia, Priſoners. 


Alb. It is enough to have conquer'd ; cruelty 
Shou'd ne'er ſurvive the fight. Captain o'th' Guard, 
Treat well your royal priſoners, 'till you have 
Our farther orders, as you hold our pleaſure. 

Baſt. Sir, I approve it ſafeſt to pronounce 
Sentence of death upon this wretched king, 

Whoſe age has charms in it, his title more, 
To draw the commons once more to his fide ; 
Twere beſt prevent 

Alb. Sir, by your favour, 

J hold you but a ſubject of this war, 
Not as a brother. 
Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. 
Have you forgot that he did lead our pow'rs ? 
Bore the commiſſion of our place and perſon ? 
And that authority may well ſtand up, 
And call itſelf your brother. 
Gon. Not ſo hot! 
In his own merit he exalts himſelf, 
More than in your addition. 
Enter Edgar diſguis'd. 

Alb. What art thou ? 

Edg. Pardon me, fir, that I preſume to ſtop 
A prince and conqu'ror ; yet, ere you triumph, 
Give ear to what a ſtranger can deliver 
Of what concerns you more than triumph can. 

I do impeach your general there of treaſon, 

Lord Edmund, that uſurps the name of Glo'ſter, 
Of fouleſt practice *gainſt your life and honour ; 
This charge is true: and wretched though I ſeem, 
I can produce a champion that will prove | | 
In fingle combat what I do avouch, | 
If Edmund dares but truſt his caufe and ſword. | 

Edm. What will not Edmund dare? my lord, I beg 
You'd inſtantly appoint 
The place where I may meet this challenger, : 

Whom 
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Whom I will ſacrifice to my wrong'd fame: 
Remember, ſir, that injur'd honour's nice, 
And cannot brook delay ! 
Alb. Anon, before our tent, i'th' army's view, 
There let the herald cry! 
Edg. 1 thank your highneſs in my champion's 
name : 
He'll wait your trumpet's call. 
Alb. Lead. [Exit Alb. and train. 
Edm. Come hither, captain, hark! take thou this 
note ; [Giving à paper. 
One ſtep I have advanc'd thee! if thou doſt 
As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way 
To noble fortunes: know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is; to be tender-minded 
Does not become a ſword ; my great employment 
Will not bear queſtion; either ſay, thou'lt dot; 
Or thrive by other means. 
Capt. Fil do't, my lord. 
Edm. About it, and write happy when . 
| Exit. 
Manent Lear, Kent, Cordelia, guarded. 
Lear. O Kent! Cordelia ! 
You are the only pair that e'er I wrong'd, 
And the juſt 1 von made you witneſſes 
Of my diſgrace ; the very ſhame of fortune, 
To ſee me chain'd and ſhackled at thefe years! 
Yet were you but ſpectators of uy woes, 
Not fellow-ſufferers, all were well. 
Cor. This language, fir, adds yet to our affliction. 
Lear. Thou Kent, didſt head the troops that fought 
my battle. | | 
Expos'd thy life and fortunes for a maſter 
That had (as I remember) baniſh'd thee. 
Kent, Pardon me, fir, that once I broke your or- 
ders. 
Baniſh'd by you, I kept me here diſguis'd 
To watch your fortunes, and protect your perſon : 
You know you entertain'd a rough blunt fellow, 
One Caius, and you thought he did you ſervice. 
Lear. My truſty Caius, I have loſt him too ! 
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Twas a rough honeſty. [M eeßps. 


Kent. I was that Caius, 
Diſguis'd in that coarſe dreſs, to follow you. 

Lear. My Caius, too! wert thou my truſty Caius ? 
Enough, enough.— 

Cor. Ah me, he faints ! his blood forſakes his chee 
Help, Kent ! | 


Lear. No, no, they ſhall not ſee us weep. 


We'll ſee them rot firſt. Guards, lead away to priſon. 


Come, Kent; Cordelia, come; 
We two will fit alone, like birds i'th' cage: 
When thou doſt aſk me bleſſing, I'll kneel down 
And aſk of thee forgiveneſs; thus we'll live and pray, 
And take upon us the myſtery of things, 
As af we were heav'n's ſpies. 

Cor. Upon ſuch ſacrifices 
The gods themſelves throw incenſe. 

Lear. Have I caught you? 
He that parts us, muſt bring a brand from heav'n: 
Together we'll out-toil the ſpite of hell, 
And die the wonders of the world; away! 

[Exeunt guarded. 


Flouriſb. Enter before the Tents, Albany, Edmund, 
Guards and Attendants. 


Alb. Now Glo'ſter, truſt to thy ſingle virtue: for 
thy ſoldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their diſcharge : now let our trumpets ſpeak, 
And herald read out this. [ Herald reads. 
If any man of quality within the liſts of the ar- 
© my will maintain upon Edmund, ſuppos'd earl of 
* Glo'ſter, that he is a manifold traitor, let him ap- 
„ pear by the third ſound of the trumpet ; he is bold 
in his defence.—Agpain, again.” | 
| [Trumpet anſwers from within: 
| Enter Edgar arm d. 
Alb. Lord Edgar! 
Edm. Ha! my brother! 
The only combatant that I cou'd fear, 
For in my breaſt guilt duels on bis ſide: PER 
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But, conſcience, what have I to do with thee ? 
Awe thou the dull legitimate ſlaves: but I 
Was born a libertine, and ſo I keep me. 

Edg. My noble prince, a word; —ere we engage, 
Into your highneſs' hands I give this paper ; 

It will the truth of my impeachment prove, 
Whatever be my fortune in the fight. 

Alb. We ſhall peruſe it. 

Edg. Now, Edmund, draw thy ſword, 

That if my ſpeech has wrong'd a noble heart, 

Thy arm may do thee juſtice: here 'th' preſence 
Of this high prince, and this renowned liſt, 

I brand thee with the ſpotted name of traitor ; 
Falſe to thy gods, thy father, and thy brother, 
And, what is more, thy friend; falſe to this prince: 
If then thou ſhar'ſt a fark of Glo'ſter's virtue, 
Acquit thyſelf ; or if thou ſhar'ſt his courage, 
Meet this defiance bravely. 

Edm. I have a daring ſoul, and ſo have at thy heart. 
Sound, trumpet. [Fight, Baſtard falls, 
What you have charg'd me with, that I have done : 
And more, much more ; the time will bring it out. 
"Tis paſt, and ſo am I. | 

Edg. The gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inſtruments to ſcourge us : g 
The dark and vicious place, where thee he got, 

Coſt him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou'ſt ſpoken right, 'tis true, 

The wheel is come full circle; I am here. 
Yet, ere I die, ſome good I mean to do, 
Deſpight of mine own nature. Quickly ſend 
(Be brief,) into the caſtle ; for my order 

Is on the life of Lear and Cordelia. 
Nay, ſend in time. 

ty Run, run, O run | 

Alb. The gods defend them! bear him hence a 

while. [Edm. is borne off. Exeunt. 


SCENE, 4 Priſen. 
Lear aſleep, with bis Head on Cordelia's Lap. 


Cord. What toils, thou wretched king, haft thou en- 
dur'd, To 
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To make thee draw, in chains, a ſleep ſo ſound ? 
O gods! A ſudden gloom o'erwhelins me, and the 
image 
Of death o'erſpreads the place.—Ha! who are theſe ? 
Enter Captain and Officers with Cords. 
Capt, Now, firs, diſpatch; already you are paid 
In part, the beſt of your reward's to come. 
Lear, Charge, charge, upon the flank, the left wing, 
halts. 
Puſh, puſh the battle, and the day's our own. 
'Their ranks are broken, down, down with Albany! 
Who holds my hands?—O thou deceiving ſleep; 
I was this very minute on the chace, 
And now a pris'ner here! What mean the ſlaves? 
You will not murder me? 
Cord. Help, earth and heaven ! 
For your ſouls ſake, dear firs, and for the gods! 
Offi. No tears, good lady; 
Come, firs, make ready your cords. | 
Cord. You, fir, I'll ſeize, n 
You have a human form, and if no prayers 
Can touch your ſoul to ſpare a poor king's life, 
If there be any thing that you hold dear, 
By that I beg you to diſpatch me firſt. 
Capt. Comply with her requeſt ; diſpatch her firſt, 
Lear. Off hell-hounds, by the Gods I charge you 
ſpare her; | 
"Tis my Cordelia, my true pious daughter; 
No pity ?—Nay, then take an old man's vengeance. 


Snatches a Sword, and kills two of them; the reſt quit 
Cordelia, and turn upon him. 


Enter Edgar, Albany, and Guards, 


Edg. Death! hell! ye vultures, hold your impious 
hands, | 
Or take a ſpeedier death than you would give. 
Alb. Guards, ſeize thoſe inſtruments of cruelty. 
3 here, my lord, ſee where the generous 
king | 
Has ſlain two of 'em. 
Lear. Did I not, fellow? 
G Fre 
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I've ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 

I cou'd have made em ſkip : I am old now, 

And thele vile croſſes ſpoil me; out of breath; 

Fie, oh! quite out of breath, and ſpent. 

Alb. 3 in old Kent; and, Edgar, guide you hi- 
ther 

Your father, whom you ſaid was near; [Exit Edgar. 

He may be an ear-witneſs at the leaſt 


Of our proceedings. [Kent brought in. 
Lear. Who are you? 


My eyes are none o'th' beſt, I'Il tell you ſtraight: 
Oh Albany! Well, fir, we are your captives, 
And you are come to ſee death paſs upon us. 
W hy this delay ?—Or is't your highneſF pleaſure 
To give us firſt the torture? ſay ye ſo? 
Why here's old Kent and I, as tough a pair q | 
As cer bore tyrant's ſtroke. —But, my Cordelia, * 
My poor Cordelia here, O pity her! 6 
Alb. Thou injur'd Majeſty, . 
The wheel of fortune now has made her circle, z 
And bleſſings yet ſtand *twixt the grave and thee. 
Lear. Com'ſt thou, inhuman lord, to ſooth us back 
To a fooP's paradiſe of hope, to make 
Our doom more wretched? Go to, we are too well 
Acquainted with misfortune, to be gull'd . 
With lying hope; no, we will hope no more. 
Alb. Know, the noble Edgar 
Impeach'd lord Edmund, ſince the fight, of treaſon, 
And dar'd him for the proof to fingle combat, £ 
In which the Gods confirm'd his charge by conqueſt ; 1 
1 
ö 
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1 left ev'n now the traitor wounded mortally. 
Lear. And whither tends this ſtory ? 
Alb. Ere they fought, 
Lord Edgar gave into my hands this paper ; 
A blacker ſcroll of treaſon and of luſt 
Than can be found in the records of hell; 
There, ſacred fir, behold the character | 3 
Of Gonerill, the worſt of daughters, but *F 
More vicious wife. 
Cor. Cou'd there be yet acdition to their guilt ! * 
What will not they that wrong a father do? 


Alb. } 
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KING LEAR. 63 


Alb. Since then my injuries, Lear, fall in with thine, 
I have reſolv'd the ſame redreſs for both. 
Kent. What ſays my lord ? 


Cor. Speak, for methought I heard 


The charming voice of a deſcending god. 


Alb. The troops, by Edmund rais'd, I have diſ- 
banded ; 


[Thoſe that remain are under my command. 
What comfort may be brought to chear your age, 
And heal your ſavage wrongs, ſhall be apply'd ; 
For to your majeſty we do reſign 
Your kingdom, fave what part yourſelf conferr'd 
On us in marriage. | 
Kent. Hear you that, my liege ? 
Cor. Then there are Gods, and virtue is their care. 
Lear. Is't poſſible ? 
Let the ſpheres ſtop their courſe, the ſun make halt, 
The winds be huſh'd, the ſeas and fountains reſt ; 
All nature pauſe, and liſten to the change. 
Where is my Kent, my Caius? 
Kent. Here, my liege. | | 
Lear. Why I have news that will recall thy youth: 
Ha! didſt thou hear't, or did th' inſpiring gods 
Whiſper to me alone? old Lear ſhall be. 
A king again. | | 
Alb. Thy captive daughter too, the wife of France, 
Unranſom'd we enlarge, and ſhall, with ſpeed, 
Give her ſafe convoy to her royal huſband. 


Lear. Cordelia then is Queen again. Mark that! 
Winds, catch the ſound, 


And bear it on your roſy wings to heav'n: 


Cordelia's ſtill a Queen. 


Re-enter Edgar with Gloceſter. 


Alb. Look, fir, where pious Edgar comes, 
Leading his eyeleſs father. 


Glo. Where's my liege? conduct me to his knees, 
to hail 


His ſecond birth of empire: my dear Edgar 
Has with himſelf reveal'd the king's bleſt reſtauration. 
Lear, My poor dark Glo'ſter! 


Glo. 


* 
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Glo. O let me kiſs that once more ſcepter'd hand! 
Lear. Speak, is not that the noble ſuff ring Edgar ? 
Glo. My pious fon, more dear than my loſt eyes. 
Edg. Your leave, my liege, for an unwelcome meſ- 


ſage. 
Edmund 5. that's a trifle) is expir'd. 
What more will touch you, your imperious daughters, 
Gonerill and haughty Regan, both are dead, 
Each by the other poiſon'd at a banquet: 
This, dying, they confeſs'd. 
Cord. O fatal period of ill-govern'd life! 
Lear. Ingrateful as they were, my heart feels yet 
A pang of nature for their wretched fall. 
Glo. Now, gentle Gods, give Glo'ſter his diſcharge. 
Lear. No, Glo'ſter, thou haſt buſineſs yet for life; 
Thou, Kent, and J, in ſweet tranquillity 
Will gently paſs the evening of our days; 
Thus will we talk, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies: and our remains 
Shall in an even courſe of thoughts be paſs d. 
My child, Cordelia, all the Gods can witneſs 
How much thy truth to empire I prefer ! 
Thy bright example ſhall convince the world 
(Whatever ſtorms of fortune are decreed) 
That Truth and Virtue ſhall at laſt ſucceed. 
. [Exeunt Omnes. 


